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GIFTS OF THE SPIRIT 


Amplifying what is always there, but not always acknowledged. 


One Sunday afternoon when I was 10 years old, my parents 
decided to go to church. My Catholic-only-on-Easter mother 
assumed that morning Mass was over and my Mormon-as-a- 
child father vaguely remembered an afternoon session. They 
showed up at a 4:00 sacrament meeting and announced to 

a small Michigan Branch that our family was interested in 
knowing more about the Mormon church. The missionaries 
were at our house that night. The first lesson was the “The 
First Vision.” This is where I got interested. 


My parents’ religious awakening seemed delayed to me. I had 
read several multi-volume children’s Bibles; knew a catalog of 
Saints by name, miracles, and gruesome deaths; watched the 
cannon of 1950s’ religious movies; and scoured my mother’s 
Catholic Bible for red-tinted Jesus text. I knew about God 
already. 


Joseph’s youth, walking into a grove of trees to pray — much 
of the setup was familiar to a girl well acquainted with 
prophetic teen stories. But there was one significant difference 
that resonated. Joseph asked for his revelation. He invited 
and expected divine response. This seemed remarkable 

to me. In most stories I read, the “voices” just came to a 
person. Wandering in the field, at a grotto, ina dream, ina 
moonbeam, no one asked to be chosen, it just happened to 
them. I loved Joseph’s audacious faith. 


I was hungry for more stories about Joseph. I went on to 
devour every 19th century early church history book I could 
find and concluded that receiving spiritual gifts, seeking 
revelation, invoking the power of God, and performing 
communal ritual were the norm and expectation. I walked 
through the world requesting a miracle in every step. God 
was everywhere, and I felt His power. 


Then I found myself ata BYU family home evening in 
discussion with a particularly cute boy that I was hoping 
would ask me out on a date. He pronounced to the group 
that only priesthood holders could receive revelation. I 
incredulously reminded him that according to Joseph Smith’s 
History of the Church this was fundamentally untrue, and, in 
fact, I could cite evidence that proved women as sensitive if 
not more so to gifts such as healing. He rose up in righteous 
indignation. I was wrong. I was blasphemous. He did not cite 
references. He did not ask me out. 


More significantly, I began to realize that my theological 
understanding, rooted in seeking and celebrating spiritual 
gifts, was not always shared by the rest of my religious 
community. Until college, I did not consider my gender as a 
factor in my spirituality. I knew I didn’t have the priesthood, 


- 
Mm 
+ 
+ 
m 
a 
"TI 
yr") 
O 
< 
4 
Lc 
m 
m 
Y 
= 
e) 
A 


but that did not mean I could not ask or summon or act in 


revelatory ways. Suddenly, I was told I had limited access. 
My rebuke was not isolated. The silence and unspoken rules 
around how women are allowed to claim spiritual power are 
pervasive. I started listening for how this message of “boys 
only” impacts how women perceive and talk about their own 
spiritual gifts. 


This Exponent II Fall 2017 issue will hopefully amplify what 

is always there but not always acknowledged. There are 
women who can see a clear path amid a dilemma or healers 
who bring comfort and calm amid chaos. Why do we resist 
speaking up and listing these proud descriptors with our 
other strengths? How do we reject the passive role of recipient 
and walk in the woods like the boy Joseph, asking God 
directly for what is needed? 


In this issue women speak of their gifts and the gifts of 

their sisters in voices strong and bold. Fara Sneddon begins 
the issue with “Power from Heaven,” showing how the 
gradual diminishing of women’s permission to perform 
spiritual rituals parallels the loss of institutional power. Linda 
Hoffman Kimball and Rachel Eggleston write about how gifts 
of prophecy and dreams inform, guide, and bring comfort 

to their day-to-day lives in “The Gift to Dream Dreams” and 
“Every Woman a Prophetess.” Cherie Pedersen writes about 
the complexity of giving blessings in “A Gift Reclaimed,” 
exploring the dual role of comforter and healer. Carin Gray 
expands our notion of spiritual gifts by sharing the healing 
power of music in her life in “Hermeneutics and Hemiolas.” 
In “All are Called by God,” Bryndis Roberts gives her account 
of a photography session illustrating what could have been, 
and what could be, in allowing all women, including women 
of color, full access to spiritual authority. 


Accompanying these essays is artwork and featured articles 
that continue the conversation of how spiritual gifts bless us 
with insight and provoke us to action, reaching out as the 
woman on our cover suggests, to God, to our sisters, to our 
own power as divine beings. 
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FARA SNEDDON 


HE 


It was a hot first weekend in June, 1911, and Salt Lake City was 
filled with people who were in town for the three-day MIA 
General Conference. There were athletic games, dances and 
activities, and conference sessions in the Bishop’s Building, 
which stood directly across from the temple. During the 
previous decade, it had become clear that church leadership 
was growing more and more uncomfortable with the common 
practice of LDS women being called upon to perform healing 
blessings, not just in their families but in the wider church 
community. These endowed women were also entrusted with 
the spiritual education of the young women, an education that 
had included direction in obtaining, developing, and practicing 
spiritual gifts. As Martha H. Tingey, president of the Young 
Ladies Mutual Improvement Association, stood facing the 
crowd of youth, parents, and church leadership, she looked 
over all the young women, and prepared to speak directly to 
them about what they could and could not become. 


Taking a breath, Sister Tingey explained that some had come 
“to the conclusion that 
women did not have any 


right to anoint with oil and 


WHEN SPIRITUAL GIFTS ARE DEFINED 


who were sitting behind her, then she continued, “But we who 
are here on this stand, and many others in this congregation, 

I know, can testify that their own children have been healed 
under their hands and they have also been led of the Lord to 
give promises and blessings unto their sisters, which have been 


realized and verified, word for word.”! 


A little over a hundred years after Sister Tingey addressed that 
audience and bore witness and testimony of Mormon women 
healing, another LDS mother and her teen-aged daughter 
were driving across several states to get back home in time for 
Girls’ Camp. During the journey, the daughter became sick. 
By the time they pulled into a roadside hotel for the evening, 
the daughter was quite ill with a high fever, chills, and acute 
abdominal pain. The mother lay next to her daughter and 
prayed for direction. Later she recounted the experience to 
her daughter: “I felt a clear and distinct impression to lay my 
hands upon your head and give you a blessing — not through 
priesthood power, of course, but as your mother and through 
the power of our Heavenly Parents. I promised you that you 
would be able to go to Girls’ Camp... I told you how much 
your Father and Mother in Heaven loved you. And I told you 
that you would be healed of your illness. With my hands still 
upon your head as I said ‘Amen.’ I felt the temperature of 
your body cool beneath my fingertips, as the fever broke. I felt 
your body relax and you turned over and fell into a peaceful 
sleep.” In awe, this mother prayed deeply and sincerely in 
gratitude for God’s blessings. A few years later, she attended 

a presentation about historical LDS women’s healings: “I saw 
this experience in an entirely new light,” she said. “I believe 
my female ancestors were 
with me that night and that 
they were helping me to 


MORE BY THE PERSON WHO HOLDS THEM 


administer to the sick... . 
Now I want to correct that 
impression because that is 
wrong. The Prophet Joseph 
was asked this same 
question in his time, and 
he said that women were 
pure in heart and they had 
a right to anoint with holy oil.” She went on to explain that 
women should not administer in the name of the priesthood, 
but each woman “has the right to anoint with oil and lay on 
hands, and ask the blessing of the Lord upon her sisters, upon 
her children, or any who ask in the name of Jesus Christ; and 
we could bring you many evidences that will testify to you that 
the Lord does hear and answer the prayers of His daughters.” 
She turned and acknowledged the women of the MIA boards 


THAN BY THE SERVICE THEY PERFORM, 
THEY ARE TURNED UPSIDE DOWN. .. 
SPIRITUAL GIFTS EXIST TO LIFT AND 

SERVE THE WORLD, NOT TO LIFT THE 
BEARER ABOVE ALL OTHERS. 


tap into my spiritual gift 
of healing. I’m so grateful 
for the broader context 

of understanding that 
brought to this incredibly 


sacred experience.”* 


The matriarchs of our church were blessed with gifts of the 
spirit. They sought after them, and they practiced them. 

Many had the gift of prophecy, the gift of visions, the gift of 
tongues, the gift of revelation. They also had the gift of healing, 
a gift that women, explained Eliza Snow, “not only have the 
right, but should feel it a duty” to administer.? Lucy Mack 
Smith, before Joseph Smith Jr. was even born, witnessed and 
participated in divine healing and also had visions.‘ Sarah 


Lifted | Cindy Stapleton | @cindystapletonart 


Sturtevant Leavitt, in the winter of 1835, was visited by an 
angel who told her to heal her daughter. The first six meetings 
of the Nauvoo Female Relief Society were accompanied by 
miraculous healings and laying on of hands.° Wilfred Woodruff 
and his wife jointly laid hands upon their children to bless 
them.’ LDS women were called and ordained as midwives 

and blessed with the gift of healing.* The first 
five General Relief Society presidents all 
performed healings and offered blessings. 
High Priestesses oversaw healing in the 
temples. Apostle Ezra T. Benson called upon 
the women in Cache Valley to rebuke the 
disease that was plaguing the area. General 
Relief Society president Louise Robison 
called the blessing, anointing, and preparing 
of a mother and baby for childbirth the 
“beautiful ordinance,” and hoped that it 
wouldn’t be taken from the women of the 
Church. 


But it was taken, after decades of being 
more and more maligned, minimized, and 
disparaged. In the 20th century, official 
rhetoric surrounding women’s blessings, 
which had previously cited the blessings as 
proof that the Church was true, reframed 
them as being folk magic, improper, an 
abuse of temple ordinance, and a failure 

to follow the plan of the Lord. Women 

in the Church had been participating in 

the gift of healing and offering blessings 
since the Church was established, but over 
one hundred years later, in 1946, a letter 
from Joseph Fielding Smith marked the 
definitive end of the practice. To be clear, 
however, there was nothing in the letter 
that said women did not have the faith to 
heal or could not bless or heal another, and 
to this day this is the case; women cannot, 
however, engage in the rituals surrounding 
healing. This distinction, not surprisingly, 
did not make a difference in 1946, and it 
might be seen as splitting hairs in the way 
Mormonism is practiced today. Over a century of Mormon 
women exercising their spiritual gifts, and nothing remained 


but a deep and abiding silence of erasure. 


Part of the real trauma inherent in the official end of women’s 
ritual healing in the LDS church was that it signaled a definitive 
institutional end to women claiming or utilizing any spiritual 


gift. Yet Paul’s promise is that the gifts of the spirit follow 


everyone who believes. Joseph Smith taught the same thing 
when he spoke to the early Relief Society after some people 
had complained about the increase in women publicly healing. 
Telling the sisters they had the faith and authority to heal, 

he explained “these signs, such as healing the sick, casting 


out devils &c. should follow all that believe whether male 


or female. ... — and if the sisters should have faith to heal 
the sick, let all hold their tongues, and let every thing roll 
on.” Yet the words of Paul and Joseph seemed to not hold. 
Only ten years after the official end of women’s blessings in 
1946, Apostle Marion G. Romney spoke in the April General 
Conference, explaining that spiritual gifts were only manifest 
by men holding priesthood power: “Righteous men, bearing 
the holy priesthood of the living God and endowed with the 
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gift of the Holy Ghost, who are magnifying their callings . 
..are the only men upon the earth with the right to receive 
and exercise the gifts of the spirit.” Apostle Romney made no 


mention of righteous women. 


When spiritual gifts are defined more by the person who holds 
them than by the service they perform, they are turned upside 
down. Instead of remarking on the humility and faith necessary 
to lift others by spiritual gifts, Elder Romney circumscribes 
God’s power, restricting it to a tiny and elite class of LDS men. 
In doing so, he makes spiritual gifts more about the special- 
ness of a single esteemed man rather than about the grace and 
love of God upon all those who are suffering. Spiritual gifts 
exist to lift and serve the world, not to lift the bearer above all 
others. 


In contemporary church rhetoric that constrains the authority 
and power of God along gendered priesthood lines, women’s 
participation in gifts of the spirit has become a space of 
passive benefit rather than active service. Betina Lindsey 
explains that “Even though the Relief Society motto is ‘Charity 
Never Faileth,’ the Church has distanced women from giving 
blessings and diminished Moroni’s vision of faith, hope, and 
charity to baking casseroles and cookies. Women serve through 
much private charity work, while men’s service through 
priesthood power is often more public. This disconnection of 
charity from power creates female charity that lacks power and 
male power that lacks charity.” The gifts of the spirit are tools 
to magnify our recognizing, acknowledging, and ministering 
to the needs of the other. A gift of the spirit, whether it is 

the gift of healing or prophecy or visions, is a gift entirely of 
God’s grace; it is bestowed upon one faithful and humble in 
order to magnify his or her charity. A gift of the spirit is the 
authority and responsibility to act upon God’s will in the 
service of others, and this responsibility should not rest solely 
on the shoulders of LDS men. The thought makes reason stare. 
Certainly, this authority and responsibility must rest upon the 
locus of LDS charity: the women of the Relief Society. 


Jana Riess has spoken of “being called to hospitality.” Instead 
of judging Sunday worship by what it gives (or doesn’t give) 
her, she take responsibility for making Sunday worship a space 
where she invites and cares for others and their communion 
with God. Maxine Hanks has looked into the eyes of women 
and asked the question, “What is your ministry?” The question 
requires that a woman look internally to find and listen to the 
voice of God that is telling her how to succor and lift others. In 
conversations with women over the last several years, it is clear 
there are women today who have the gift of healing, the gift of 
teaching, the gift of tongues, the gift of administration, the gift 
of visions, the gift of community building, the gift of prophecy. 
All of these women are contemporary stewards of God’s love, 


and, through their gifts, all of them minister to their families, 
friends, and communities. When a woman recognizes that her 
acts of service are imbued with the power of a pleased God, 
she begins to see herself as worthy of the gifts of the spirit; 
she becomes an agent of healing, an agent of faith, an agent of 
God’s love for all the earth. 


The official 1946 end to authorized female healing and 
blessing is a tragic loss of identity, purpose, authority, calling, 
sisterhood, ministry, and potential for LDS women. But 

even more so, it is the tragedy of a loss of charity, service, 
ministering, and care by women for our spouses, our children, 
our parents, our sisters, our wards, our communities, and our 
world. Rachel Held Evans, in speaking about the “difference 
between curing and healing,” makes clear what this kind of a 
loss really is: “We may not be able to cure what ails our friends 
and neighbors, but as Christians we are called to the work of 
healing — of entering into one another’s pain, anointing it as 
holy, and sticking around no matter the outcome. An anointing 
is an acknowledgment. In a culture of cure-alls and quick 
fixes, the sacrament of anointing the suffering is a powerful, 
countercultural gift the church offers the world.” When we, as 
LDS women, feel unable to claim our lost gifts of the spirit, our 
lost calling to heal, the world suffers. 


Healing is a communal act of service and God’s love. It 
connects people together. In the Community of Christ, women 
continue in authority to offer blessings and perform healings 
today. Their hymn, Bear Each Other’s Burdens, speaks to the 


communal power and importance they see in this act of faith: 


Bear each other’s burdens, share each other’s suff’ ring, and 
love as the Savior has shown. 

The strength of our caring heals pain souls are bearing and 
we are no longer alone. 

Bear each other’s burdens, share each other’s suff’ ring, and 
love as the Savior has shown. 


God calls us to healing, divine love revealing, wherever we 
meet human need. 

In times so momentous, expectant, portentous, the world 
suffers anguish and greed. 

God calls us to healing, divine love revealing, wherever we 


meet human need. 


A person blessed with a gift of the spirit stands as a conduit 

of God’s power for the ones who are suffering. The outcome 

is that “we are no longer alone,” neither the healer nor the 
sufferer, neither the giver nor the recipient. Women who 
practiced and utilized their spiritual gifts in the devastating 
reality of Winter Quarters helped create a female community of 


service, administration, strength, and wisdom that lasted over 


four generations; it was a community that supported women 
through polygamy; empowered women to become doctors, 
scholars, and government leaders; and secured women the 
vote. These women created a community where they entered 
each other’s pain, anointed it as sacred, and stayed with each 
other, no matter what. 

When I first delved into a study of our shared history of women 
blessing and healing, I felt a deep and infected wound of loss. 
I mourned, I cried, and I yelled out in anger that this potential 
and gift was no longer available to me in any meaningful way. 
Thad allowed my spiritual life to plateau at the last religious 
ritual available to me, celestial marriage. While my spouse 
would have more visible and clear opportunities to progress 
(high priest ordination, keys of office, etc.), I had reached the 
pinnacle for women. Then I came across something Claudia 


Bushman had written, and I began to feel some peace again: 


A consideration of spiritual experiences tells us something 
about nineteenth century Mormon women... . [They] were 
told spiritual gifts would be theirs, and they awaited them 
with anticipation. . . Those who cultivated their spiritual 
gifts were honored. The incentives for faithful receptivity 
were great... . Frequently alone during difficult times, she 
learned to rely on herself and the Lord. She lightened her 
heavy cares by constant appeal to her Savior and prayed 
with such fervor she could pull down power from heaven. 


These women didn’t have spiritual gifts because church 
leadership had given them permission to claim them; instead, 
they were able to “pull down power from heaven” because 
they believed they could. I suffered from an emptiness of 
vision, a failure of imagination. I had never considered that 

I might be able to develop a spiritual gift; I had never even 
considered what gift I might like to have. I had never thought 
of prayers for my children as more than supplication; I did 

not consider that simply by changing the intent of my prayer 
from begging to blessing that I could change their potency and 
increase my own faith. I was tied up in frustration about how 
my church was failing to minister to me; I had never considered 
that I was refusing to acknowledge that I was the Church, and I 
should be ministering to others. 


Over the years, in my interactions with our present-day 
matriarchs and women of wisdom, I have begun to understand 
that, in all reality, I have so much more potential — potential 
to call down power from heaven, to expect the divine in my 
life. The only thing that had been limiting me was my own 
willingness to be limited. 

res 
Forty years ago, a twelve-year old girl woke in the morning 


with a sense that her father, who had been suffering from Lou 


Gehrig’s, was dying. She ran downstairs to him, held his hand 
tightly as he fought to breathe, and prayed. He opened his eyes 
and looked at her, took a deep and easy breath, and asked, 
“What did you do? My lungs lifted and I could breathe again.” 
As an adult, this daughter reconsidered her prayer: “I hadn’t 
labeled it as a healing blessing until years later when I was 
listening to a lecture about experiences like this in the Church. 
I’ve always felt a need to heal the hurts of others. I would like 
to have the option to use that power, but I’m not sure what 
makes it OK to call on it. It seems the natural thing to do. I 
would like to have that permission.” 


Hold a mirror up to yourself. What do you see? Ask yourself 
the hard questions: What is my ministry? What is my spiritual 
gift? What do I feel called by God to do? How do I develop my 
faith, share God’s love, magnify my charity? What is standing 


in my way? 


We cannot wait to be authorized, we cannot wait for 
permission, we cannot wait for a new revelation, we cannot 
wait for the priesthood. Your relationship with God does not 
extend out from you in a horizontal earth-bound line that 
teaches you how to act and how to behave and how to be 
obedient; your relationship with God extends out from you 
in a vertical line up into the unbound heavens and teaches 
you that empowerment comes into your heart through God’s 
love and grace, through your faith in Christ and your desire to 
serve others. You are not limited. Decide to be a woman who 
can pray with such fervor that you can call down power from 


heaven. 


Fara loves trees and mountains and driving through landscapes 
she’s never seen before while her children listen to audiobooks and 
her husband fills the car with gas and washes the windscreen and 
is the best of company. 
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DREAM DREAMS 


Joel 2:28 

And it shall come to pass afterward, 
that I will pour out my spirit upon 

all flesh; and your sons and your 
daughters shall prophesy, your old men 
shall dream dreams, your young men 
shall see visions. 


Iam not an old man — or any other 
kind of man for that matter. But I 
do dream dreams and I treasure 
them as gifts of the Spirit. I believe 
in a God who is generous with 
spiritual gifts (and allows scribes to 
use gender specific labels primarily 
for symmetry and the love of 


language). 


I have always loved going to 

sleep at night, even as a child. I’m 
eager to see what kind of colorful 
or oddball dreams may come my 
way. Will tonight’s be another one 
with flying cows singing show 
tunes? Or will I be soaring over the 
pavement, reaching my destination 
at incredible speed? Or perhaps it 
will be one I’ve had iterations of 
many times over the last decade — 
of relocation or house renovation or 
never being able to find the milk in 
what is supposed to be my familiar 
grocery store. 


Less fun dreams are the stressful 
ones of being lost or falling or 
drowning or being abandoned. I’m 
glad at least those dreams are my 
brain’s sorting those anxieties out 
without my actually having to go 


through them torturously in real 
life. 


These are not, however, the ones with the spiritual kick to 
them. I have had a few holy dreams in my lifetime; each 
one felt unique and infused with deeper portent than my 
random pageants of dreamy miscellany. 


In these “gift dreams,” words play a strong role. The words 
are sometime in English, but sometimes with a smidge 

of a foreign language thrown in as a kind of dream-state 
underscoring. Sometimes an intentional absence of words 
makes the point all the more potent. One brief snippet of 
such a dream was a couple decades ago when my husband 
was wrestling with deep issues of identity and direction. 

In my dream, I saw him in a boat heading west across the 
Pacific. My children asked, “Where’s Dad going?” 


I answered, “He’s heading to 
New ‘Seeleand’.” 


That was it. Just that short 
couple of beats. 


In my still dreamy 
consciousness, I realized that 
Thad not said he was heading 
to New “Zealand,” but that he was headed to a mischung- 
Germanized version of the word. He was traveling to find a 
new “soul-land.” Some portion of my unpracticed German 
skills surfaced from its deep hidden place to add this 
surprising punch. 


This little gem of a dream provided comfort to me 

during a long and anxious time. It allowed me to see my 
husband doing important work for himself, surrounded 
and supported on an ocean of peace, while he was on the 
adventure of finding his new soul. 

In 1994 when my mother had a massive stroke and died, 
my two sisters and I returned to Illinois to sort through 
her belongings and get her affairs taken care of. We were 
drenched in grief and endlessly busy with our task. We each 
had young families waiting for us to return after our grim 
work. 


In the midst of this ordeal, I had a dream perfectly suited for 
this occasion. In it, my sisters and I were frantically going 
through her home in preparation for moving trucks coming 
to take everything we didn’t rescue to the dump. We kept 
opening closets and drawers and cabinets and out kept 
tumbling quilts, blankets, afghans, more quilts. (This was an 
apt image, since my mother lived and died by the principle 
of “she who dies with the most fabric wins.”) In the dream 
when I noticed what kept coming out of every nook and 


| APPRECIATE A GOD WHO GIVES GIFTS 
WITH VISUAL AND VERBAL PUNS. 
THAT’S THE KIND OF GOD I CAN GET 
CLOSE TO. THAT’S THE ONE WHOSE 
ARMS I FELT AROUND ME, ALONG WITH 
MY EARTHLY MOTHER'S. 


cranny I said to my sisters, “it’s okay, guys! She’s left us all 
these comforters!” 


I felt that comfort. Maybe my mom was up there making 
deals with the Spiritual Gifts Department in heaven on 
our behalf. I don’t know. But to me it was a holy gift. I 
appreciate a God who gives gifts with visual and verbal 
puns. That’s the kind of God I can get close to. That’s the 
One whose arms I felt around me, along with my earthly 
mother’s. 


Lalso love that with the gift of dreaming dreams, I have also 

been given the gift of the interpretation of dreams — my 

own, at least. Don’t throw any of that seven lean years and 
seven fat years stuff at me. 


Another time, in the early 
2000s, I worked at a gift 
shop owned by my friend 
(and Exponent II sister) Ann 
Stone in Evanston, IL. I 
helped out with selecting the 
merchandise for the eclectic 
shop. One catalog caught my 
eye with its handsome photo of candles that looked like 
rocks. It seemed very zenny and just right for the shop. Most 
of what we bought to sell, though, came visits through the 
enormous Merchandise Mart in Chicago. One of Chicago’s 
landmarks, the Merchandise Mart is floor after floor of the 
same layout, same corridors, same interior windowless 
set-ups with vendors of every kind showing off their 
alluring wares. If it weren’t for Ann’s uncanny ability with 
directions, I know I would have gotten lost every time. 


During this same time period, my husband was still on 

his “new soul-land” quest; my kids were all becoming 
teenagers with all the attendant challenges (and a few freaky 
ones to keep me on my toes); many of my Mormon friends 
were navigating the narrows of their new “faith crises” and 
I felt confused, lonely and lost. 


Again I had a dream. In it Ann and I went to the 
Merchandise Mart — that great symbol to me of allurement 
as well as the threat of being lost at any moment. I followed 
Ann closely so I wouldn’t drift. Then I spotted a cute 
enclosed display and directed her to it. The sign hanging 
above the tiny shop was in German and read simply 
“Wahle”. The inventory inside was all candles that looked 
like rocks, their quivering flames beautiful and engaging 
— just like the ones in the catalog I’d seen. There were no 
merchants in the small space, just lovely arrangements of 
zenny rock candles. 
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Suddenly my husband (out of nowhere) rushed in and 
wanted me to go with him to help him solve his crises. 
Ann decided just then to look for other merchandise 
and it became clear to me that my task was to let them 
go on their own pursuits while I stayed there to be the 
steward of the little store. 


Then the interpretation unfolded while I watched 
myself alone in the tiny shop. My job was to attend to 
the store. This was not my husband’s or my family’s or 
my worried friends’ job and it wasn’t Ann’s. It was my 
job to take care of this place. 


And what was this place? What was its merchandise? 


The rock candles had already fastened in my mind as 


images of peace and tranquility. So, my job was to mind 


this establishment of peace and tranquility, regardless 
of all the other directions loved ones might want me to 


go. 


Then I focused on the flames. In American Sign 
Language (which I studied briefly), the sign for 

“flame” is the same sign as for “the Spirit” — the gentle 
motion replicating light and heat flowing up from a 
candlewick. I understood then that my job was to be a 
steward of peace, tranquility... and the Spirit! 


Then I remembered that the sign at the door said 
“Wahle” which is the informal command form of 
“to choose” in German. I could (and should) choose 
to be a steward of peace, tranquility and the Spirit. 
The interpretation continues to be a treasure hunt of 
wonder and grace. 


The gift of this dream in particular has been an anchor 
to me when I have been fraught or confused. It’s not 
that it provides answers to all my questions, but it 
reminds me of my God-crafted /dream-delivered core 
choice that I constantly want to make: to attend to 
peace, tranquility and the Spirit. 


There have been a few others. In every case the 
lingering feeling is one of comfort and being known 
and loved by the God of Universes. These are among 
the truest things I have ever experienced, these holy 
Gifts of the Spirit. 


Linda is an author, artist and poet. She is a emeritus board 
member of Exponent ||, Co-Founder of Mormon Women for 
Ethical Government, and Co-Editor in Chief of Segullah. 


AN APOLOGY TO 


MY BOOKENDS/ 
MYSELF 


JILL HEMMING AUSTIN 


Rosie the Riveter 

busted her leg today 

across the thigh of her nearly yoga 
warrior pose, 

head knocked from its gaze 

at the turning wrench below. 


I had too many books stacked 
against her—loans to return, 
inspiring but un-cracked essays, 
and binders of earnest committees 
who send countless emails— 


and in my clumsiness I jerked 
my arm like an archer’s 
Cupid arrow of intended love 
but rather destruction: 


my folly of thinking 


her bared arms, head-wrap, and stance 


might hold back the inevitable 
topple from grace. 


Jill loves the power of poetry to examine the emotional 


core of life. Over two decades she has worked as 
a freelance folklorist and community builder and 


volunteer. She consistently loves Primary the best, and 
lives in Chapel Hill, North Carolina with her husband 


Colin and five children. 
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ELIZABETH CAROLINA DI GERONIMO 


Ihave always wondered what makes us who we are. Is it 
our life experiences? The culture and traditions around us? 
The people that we meet? Our beliefs? While there are many 
influences at work, how much is simply a matter of choice? 


I was born in South America, where I was raised LDS from 
the age of 15 and learned a set of values about what is most 
important in life. I assumed these values were universal. 
However, over the last seven years I have learned that my 
perspective is not universal; that my concept of “common 
sense” sometimes isn’t common; and that life, values and 
relationship can be seen from many different perspectives. 


Seven years ago, I left my home country of Venezuela to 
pursue professional studies in engineering science. During 
this process, I have lived in three countries different from 
my own: France, Italy, and the United States. In each case 
there are obvious differences: the language, the geography, 
the food. But there are also similarities. In each place the 
people are delighted to share their traditions, boast about 
their superior gastronomy, promote their language’s 
advantages, and suggest amazing historical, environmental 
or artistic wonders to visit. I love that! 


Nonetheless, navigating a new place is always challenging. 
To aid in the transition, my first step has always been 

to find the nearest LDS church. The intent was always 

two fold: First, church is the same everywhere, right? At 
church I expected to find a strange comfort in a familiar 
organizational structure, correlated lessons, and a generally 
uniform style of interaction. Second, church was somewhere 
I could get to know people and feel that I belonged. 


However, my expectations in this regard have frequently 
been different from reality. Beliefs and teachings that in 


theory are the same everywhere play out very differently 
when filtered through culture. And a similar religious 
heritage isn’t enough to break into long standing social 
structures. Beyond the language barriers there are always 
very real cultural dividers. Before experiencing it, I had 
not imagined how much the culture of a country could 
influence standard beliefs and teachings, and how different 
my point of view could be from other LDS members. This 
realization made me feel like a foreigner and changed the 
way that I saw and perceived the world around me. 


For years after I left home, I was confused at my real-life 
paradox at church: in the very place I had intended to find 
comfort in similarity and camaraderie in purpose, I felt lost 
and alone. Despite my prior beliefs, the church is not the 
same everywhere and integration isn’t certain. Looking 
around my wards, I soon realized that foreigners often 
remain foreigners for years and years. For some, it is a 
lifetime compartmentalization. The process of discovering 
this truth has provided me many opportunities for personal 
reflection and growth. In the end, rather than feeling 
cornered, I have come to terms with being a foreigner for 
the odd sense of freedom it affords me to express ideas 
different from the norm. 


However, it has taken me a long while to get to this point. 
Being a foreigner is extremely difficult. Perhaps that is why 


linitially sought 
FOR YEARS AFTER I LEFT — fiends and found 
HOME, I WAS CONFUSED t8= 2mong other 
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SAME EVERYWHERE I realized that in 
AND INTEGRATION ISN’T choosing to live in 
CERTAIN. the safe zone and 


primarily hanging 
out with other foreigners, I was not fully experiencing life in 
my host country, and I certainly wasn’t integrating into the 
local society. In many ways I was just like a tourist, viewing 
everything from the outside. 
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I wasn’t happy with this arrangement and realized I had 

to change something. I knew that I could not change what 
was happening around me. I wasn’t going to be able to 
change the culture of France, or bring the Italians around 

to my point of view. The Americans weren't going to slow 
down and relax. Really, the only lever I had to change 

was myself. I realized that what I must do is try harder to 
understand others, to be more open and assertive in seeking 
connections. 


As I took time to listen and observe and ask questions, 

I started to receive answers, and I began to understand 
better the cultural fabric around me. And once I started 

to understand, I didn’t have to try so hard to fit in. This is 
when things started to get better. Life became incrementally 
easier when I understood the social rules pertaining to how 
people behave, what they value and why. This knowledge 
helped me overcome frustration and the feeling that I was 
always doing something wrong. For example, one of my 
first realizations was that the definition of hospitality is not 
universal. You might expect that because you are new in 

a place, people would offer to show you around, or offer 
their availability in case you need something. However, 
this immediate familiarity it is not evident everywhere. 
Sometimes amity is initially just in words, and just confined 
to three hours on Sunday. While it might take longer to 
break down barriers in some places, I have found that once 
people open their arms, they rarely close them. 


A better understanding of cultural norms is only part of 

the solution. The second part is meaningful interaction. I 
knew I had to move beyond my safety zone — my area of 
comfort — and be more open to others if I was to integrate. 
Previously, as the newcomer, I had waited for someone else 
to invite me to be part of the group, to show interest in me. 
Ultimately, I just got tired of waiting. The locals I knew were 
busy with their lives and didn’t have the time or incentive 
to seek me out. So, I tried reversing the roles. I was the one 
who showed interest in getting to know them. I became the 
one who proposed an activity. As the foreigner on their soil, 
I tried to demonstrate my interest in being one with them. 
Putting myself out there wasn’t comfortable. In fact it was 
often nerve wrecking and sometimes emotionally and 
mentally painful. It took a lot of courage. I found motivation 
in a scripture my visiting teachers once shared with me 
when I was as at an important crossroads in my life: 


“...whoso receiveth you, there I will be also, for I will 
go before your face. I will be on your right hand and on 
your left, and my Spirit shall be in your hearts, and mine 
angels round about you, to bear you up” D&C 84:88. 


As I stumbled through language barriers, made cultural 
blunders and forced myself to be more of an extrovert in an 
effort to assimilate, I truly felt God at my side. As I dared 

to extend my hand of friendship, I found God’s angels all 
around me. These angels came in the form of people who 
believed in me and took me under their protection, people 
who gave me a sense of home, or people who motivated me 
to keep going when I was ready to give up. They included 

a missionary couple, my Ph.D. supervisor, and friends who 
became so dear they are now like family. Thus, while it took 
much effort, I did break down some of the foreigner walls 
and now, with hindsight, I can say the struggle was worth it. 


Through this process of discovery and integration, not 

only have I met incredible people, but I have also learned 
to recognize 
nobility and 
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our active choice to 
seek out meaningful 
interactions with each other, can form new connections 
much stronger than past divides. 


As a result of my experiences, I have learned that who 

we are at any moment is the result of many influences, 
culture being just one of them. I have also learned that as 
we grow and encounter differences, we have the capacity 

to understand, the ability to adapt, and the freedom to 
remain a bit different. And that in so doing we become more 
inclusive people who can find home anywhere. 


Elizabeth was raised in Venezuela and at the age of 14 joined the 
LDS Church. Last year, she finished her Ph.D. in Materials and 
Physical Chemistry at the Université de Montpellier and began 
working in Provence as a Research and Development Engineer. 
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INTERVIEW WITH 
KIRSTEN CAMPBELL 


READ 


When and why did you begin quilting? 


I learned to sew when I was around 10 years old. I started 
with a simple prairie skirt which was all the rage in the 
early 80s, and then, through classes in junior high school, I 
learned the ins and outs of making clothing. I made most of 
my own dresses throughout high school. 


I never thought much about quilting until my husband and 
I moved to the Boston area for graduate school. I thought 

of quilts and quilting as something old-fashioned, boring 
calico prints that were tied with yarn. Then one evening, 

I was over at a friend’s house in Cambridge and she was 
working with a mutual friend on a quilting project. I asked a 
few questions. Her passion for quilting was contagious and 
she got me started on a small project right away. She taught 
me how to hand-piece my first small wall quilt and I’ve 
never looked back! 


When did quilting become more to you than just a hobby? 


Shortly after working on that first project around my 
friend’s dining room table, I moved to Princeton, NJ, where 
my husband had a predoctoral fellowship. I missed my 
Boston friends terribly and was very lonely. The place we 
had moved to was not unwelcoming, but I felt like I had 
finally found myself and my people in Boston. My friends 
there had opened my eyes to different experiences and 
helped me develop an awareness of other people in the 
world and their struggles. I had just started to understand 
feminism and what that could mean to me in my life when I 
was taken out and put into another environment. 


It was then that I started a big quilt project. I had visited the 
Canterbury Shaker Village in New Hampshire and fallen 
in love with the Shaker tree motif. I decided to create a folk 
art pattern of a growing, blooming tree. I had my friends 
each send me a scrap of fabric that represented them and 
I created a quilt with those fabrics. That project saved my 


life in a way. Each day I would sew a piece by 
hand, it was like daily therapy, and over time this 
quilt made me whole again. It gave me a way 

to connect to those whom I was missing and a 
creative outlet that was truly fulfilling. It was the 
first time I saw quilting as a spiritual and healing 
act both for myself and to give to others in the 
future. 


How do you describe your work to others who are not 
quilters? 


I take perfectly good fabric, cut it up and sew it 
back together, not only creating the top but also creating 
secondary designs with thread to add interest. Quilting is 
definitely an art form! People are doing such amazing work 
with quilts — everything from the traditional to the very 
modern styles to works that look almost like photographs. 
Art is way to express oneself, and for me, fabric is my 
medium. Every quilt I make is something I consider “art” 
and I infuse myself in how I piece the fabric and how I quilt 
the images. 


What is your creative process from beginning to end? Do you have 
a favorite part? 


I thoroughly enjoy the creative process from start to finish. 
From choosing a pattern to fabrics to construction to the 
quilting itself! Because I take such joy and satisfaction in 
quilting, staying motivated isn’t an issue. 


It all starts with fabric. What captures imagination in the 
moment! Sometimes I start with fabric I love and then find 
a piecing pattern. Often the fabric itself will dictate whether 
I can use a pattern that entails big or small piecing. Or I find 
pattern that intrigues me and then think what fabrics can 

I use for this? When I would shop for clothing fabric, I had 
always noticed the wall of quilting cottons and wondered 
who in the world would make clothes out that fabric? 

Now I have such a relationship with fabric and color that 

I practically get high looking at modern brights like Kaffe 
Fassett prints. Is my sense of color learned or innate? My 
birth mother was an artist with an MFA and a quilter. I 

also use color theory and my own experience to put things 
together and look at them in different ways. I love when I 
see the same project pattern done in a range of fabrics. I can 
see the differences and learn from them. 


I even love the quilting. Some people send out their projects 
to be quilted but I quilt mine and have been trying to 
develop that skill over the years. I will take a block and just 


“Rainbow Cathedral,” (left) “Spring Twister” (right) 


by how I put it together will make a secondary pattern of 
shape and color, and then the quilting makes a third pattern! 


I love that!! When a college roommate, whose husband is 
from Ecuador, had her first baby, I thought about how I 
could bring something of his culture to the quilt? He grew 


up near the beach. So I pieced a water scene and then 
quilted the words of a song his mom sang to him as 
a baby in the border. The words in Spanish were also 
about the sea so it all worked together! 


I like everything from making quilts from 
established patterns to putting various blocks 
together to using quilting software to design my 
own patterns. Quilting satisfies a creative need in 
myself. 


Traditionally quilting was more than individual work; 
it was an activity that brought communities of women 
together. Have you experienced this? 


I belong to a local quilt guild. Each month we meet 
to learn new techniques, show what we’ve created 
and talk all about quilts! We have monthly charity sewing 
days where we work on quilts for local nursing homes, 
hospitals, etc. Twice a year we have quilting retreats where 
we sew all weekend long. And we display our quilts at an 
annual show at the local library. I really enjoy this social 
aspect of quilting. I love collaboration. I have several 
quilting friends who get together a few times a year to sew 
for a weekend. Sometimes we work on our own projects; 
other times we make something together — like the 
Exponent quilts! 


It doesn’t really bother me that some women still think of 
quilting as old-fashioned. I used to think that way. I see 
value in traditional “women’s work.” I love quilts made for 
utility that can be seen as art. I feel a connection to women 
of the past who used quilting to express their opinions 
or create memories for family members. I recently 
read Laurel’s A House Full of Females and loved 
the picture and discussion of the Fourteenth Ward 
Album Quilt where early Mormon women had 
contributed blocks in various styles. I loved how as 


oS dite 


a historian and a quilter, Laurel was able to give life to this 
treasure and help me understand the women who created 
it. I have also read about the quilts of Gee’s Bend, Alabama, 
which are amazing as art, but also as a testament to these 
African American women and the way they have kept the 
culture of their community alive. 


I also see quilting as a way to bring a group of people 


together in support of someone else. When a woman we 
knew in our ward had breast cancer, I asked her community 
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WOMEN’S WORK 


of women 
to each 
make a 
block that 

I then put 
together 

as quilt. It 
was a way 
for her 
friends to 
show their 
support and 
love for her during a hard time in her life. 


You say that quilting can be a spiritual experience for you. What do 
you mean by this? 


Is it about creating beauty? Giving? Many things at once? Is 
it a spiritual process or experience for me? Quilting for me 
is different things at different times. Sometimes it’s just the 
delight in seeing what I can create with various wonderful 
fabrics. Other times it has been a very spiritual experience to 
make something for someone. 


For example, a few years ago a friend’s husband committed 
suicide. It was an awful situation that rocked our 
neighborhood. She had two preteen daughters at that time 
and they were all struggling. The neighborhood families 
were great about helping with meals, rides, etc. I offered to 
make a quilt for each of her girls out of their dad’s shirts. I 
remember going over to their house and sitting with them 
as they decided which shirts each one wanted in her quilt. It 
was a solemn time for me to work with both girls to design 
what they wanted the quilts to look like. As I worked on 
them, I found myself getting quite emotional. The tears 


flowed freely as I cut the shirts and prepared them for the 


quilts. I had 
never had 
this kind of 
experience 
before. 
Honestly, it 
overwhelmed 
me at times. 
Once the 
quilts were 
finished, I 
took them 
over to my friend’s house. The girls were so happy. Their 


mom told me later that one slept with hers every night, while 
the other put it away because she just wasn’t ready to deal 
with it yet. In the years since, both girls have told me that 
the quilts really helped them in the grieving process. 


I really love working on projects for other people. There are 
times when a particular friend, maybe someone who lives 
far away, is celebrating or struggling and I cannot be there 
to help in everyday ways. I will often create a quilt and send 
a “fabric hug” as a way to show that I care and am here for 
her. It is something physical for her. Card and flowers are 
nice, but temporary. There is a physical weight as a quilt 
wraps around your shoulders or on your lap. This is more 
meaningful for me to give. 


So much of what I make has meaning; there is a difference 
between just trying out a pattern and making it with 
someone in mind. I think of the person and how this project 
might affect her the whole time while I am making it. Every 
bit of thread had psychic energy. I am thinking about her 
when quilting a symbolic name or shape. Years later when 
people tell me how the quilt has been a physical and spiritual 
comfort to them, I know it has done what I wanted it to do. 
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A GIFT RECLAIMED 


It was my husband Robert’s phone that rang mine, but the 
voice of a stranger who answered my greeting. 


“This is the MMPW ambulance squad. We’re taking your 
husband to the hospital for abdominal pain. You can meet 
him there.” 


Robert had been experiencing pain off and on earlier that 
morning, pain he attributed to taking medication on an 
empty stomach. “T’ll be fine,” he told me, urging me to keep 
an appointment. The phone call came in the middle of it. 


As I ran to my car, I tried 
to think of who might be 
available to give him a 
blessing. Our home teacher 
worked out of town, but 
two other men came to 
mind, men who lived close 
to the hospital. I dialed 

one number after another 
only to get voice mail. Maybe the missionaries? No. They 
didn’t have a car. By the time I got to the hospital, I hadn’t 
succeeded in reaching anyone, and I was too distracted to 
think further. 


I hurried to the emergency room cubicle where Robert, 
boots off, jeans loosened, face contorted in anguish, cried 
out for relief. I didn’t hesitate. “Do you want me to give you 
a blessing?” 


He nodded. Robert had encouraged me to reclaim the 
privilege of blessing my family, and although I had 
routinely pronounced blessings on sisters in my capacity 
as a temple worker, this felt different. I still felt inept, 
awkward, unsure of myself. Would God really speak 
through me, work through me? But with no other recourse, 
I placed my hands on his head and, in the name of Jesus 
Christ, blessed him that his pain would lessen and that he 
would quickly return to good health. His agony continued, 
diminishing only when a heavy pain killer was finally 
administered over an hour later. 


ROBERT HAD ENCOURAGED ME TO 
RECLAIM THE PRIVILEGE OF BLESSING 
MY FAMILY, AND ALTHOUGH I HAD 
ROUTINELY PRONOUNCED BLESSINGS 
ON SISTERS IN MY CAPACITY AS A TEMPLE 
WORKER, THIS FELT DIFFERENT. 


IEP 


Did that mean the blessing had failed? That I had uttered 
my own desires rather than the words of the Lord? Worse, 
had I sought for a power that was not mine to administer 
after all? I thought back to two other blessings I had given 
him. His fever had abated after one of them. Coincidence? 
What about the time I had blessed him with peace and 
healing prior to a stressful family meeting that had turned 
disastrous? 


But I had received and witnessed enough blessings over my 
nearly seven decades of life to know that even authorized 
priesthood blessings do 
not always come to pass in 
the desired way, no matter 
who administers them. 

In the months before my 
first husband’s death, one 
blessing, that he would be 
healed from the cancer that 
had afflicted his body for 
14 years, had actually made 
me angry. The speaker had promised a physical healing. 
Surely these words of false hope had not come from the 
Lord. Or was our faith simply not strong enough to reverse 
the inevitable? 


I loved that women had blessed one another and their 
families as a matter of course in the early days of the 
Church. I questioned the divinity of the shift which limited 
blessings to male priesthood holders only. I believed that 
women who wanted to draw on the power of their faith 

in Jesus Christ to bless others should be supported in 

their desires. And I knew that many women were already 
doing so, alone or in conjunction with their husbands, and 
applauded their efforts. 


And yet. And yet. The cultural bias against doing so, 
coupled with my own doubts over my ability to speak for 
the Lord, gave me pause. Unlike others who stood at pulpits 
to declare with certainty of God’s communion with them, I 
had not felt clear direction in making decisions for my life 
or even the promised peace I longed for as my late husband 
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lay dying. The ability to bless had less to do with gender 


bias than my own spiritual insecurities. 


And then one night the phone rang with another emergency. 
This time it was my daughter’s voice on the phone. “Can 
you come give me a blessing?” she said. She had stomach 
pains and had been throwing up all night. Robert, whom I 
had married after her dad passed away, was out of town. 
Her home teacher, had she been inclined to call him at that 


hour, had been missing in 
action for some time, despite 
her status as a single mother. 
There was only me, a me 
who did not feel particularly 
equipped that night. 


I found her lying on the floor 
in the hall by the front door of 
the childhood home she had 
returned to after her divorce. 
Kneeling, I tentatively placed 
my hands on her head. I 
called on the power of Jesus 
Christ and also invoked her 
late father to intercede and 
bring her relief. My words? 
The Lord’s words? I didn’t 
know. I only knew that I had 
blessed her with the desires 
of a mother’s heart. It was the 
best I could do. 


There was no instant cure. 
She rejected the suggestion 
that I take her to the hospital 
afterward, and so I helped her 
back to bed, where she tossed 
restlessly as I sat silently 
pleading with the Lord to 
honor that blessing, however 
inept or unauthorized it 
might have been. Eventually, 
fos her breathing settled into the 
i rhythm of sleep. I continued 
to sit by her for some time 
until I felt assured that she 
would be okay. And then I 
went home. 


The next morning I was 
awakened with a text message from her: 


“Oh my gosh. You get Mother of the Year award! I 
really felt like I was going to die, and you are the person 
I wanted with me. Last night was one of the most 
horrible nights of my entire life, but one that will now 
be in my mind as one of the best. You were absolutely 

a conduit of God’s power. Just felt like I had all the key 
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players with me after your blessing — you and Dad 
and the Heavenly Parents. Last night’s experience 
will be one that will get me through every 
experience life throws at me for the rest of my life.” 


I responded with my own feelings of gratitude: “It is 
humbling and terrifying to call on the power of heaven 
to bless someone,” I told her. “My experience is so 
limited, and while I absolutely believe in the efficacy 
of women’s blessings, I still struggle with the faith that 
they will be efficacious when given by me. Last night 
was no exception. 


“As you dozed and I sat by your bed in the room I had 
shared with your dad for so many years, I thought 
about the power of love that had blessed him there 

as his family gathered each evening to be with him 
those last difficult weeks. That’s what families do. You 
don’t have to be a family on the cover of the Ensign to 
minister to one another in love and have prayers heard. 
Last night was a gift to us both.” 

I am, to be sure, among a very small minority of Latter- 
day Saint women who have undertaken this practice. 
Like me, those who do are hesitant to talk about it. We 


IT IS HUMBLING AND TERRIFYING TO 
CALL ON THE POWER OF HEAVEN TO 
BLESS SOMEONE...MY EXPERIENCE 
IS SO LIMITED, AND WHILE I 
ABSOLUTELY BELIEVE IN THE 
EFFICACY OF WOMEN’S BLESSINGS, 

I STILL STRUGGLE WITH THE FAITH 
THAT THEY WILL BE EFFICACIOUS 
WHEN GIVEN BY ME. 


fear censure. We fear judgment. We fear our desires 

to act on our faith will be dismissed as misguided at 
best. After all, at least for me, we hesitate for lack of 
sanction. Though I may sometimes kick against the 
pricks in other aspects of policy and practice, it is harder 
to ignore decades of injunction to seek blessings only 

at the hands of the elders of the Church. This despite 
scriptural authorization to the contrary in the Doctrine 
and Covenants: 


“Therefore, as I said unto mine apostles I say unto 
you again, that every soul who believeth on your 
words, and is baptized by water for the remission of 


sins, shall receive the Holy Ghost. And these signs 
shall follow them that believe — in my name they 
shall do many wonderful works; in my name they 
shall cast out devils, in my name they shall heal the 
sick.” (84:64-68) 


It does not get much clearer than that. Every soul that 
believeth and is baptized and receives the Holy Ghost 
has the capacity for this gift, regardless of gender or 
authorization. My reading of the New Testament gave 
further insight: 


“Now there are diversities of gifts, but the same Spirit. 
And there are differences of administrations, but the 
same Lord. And there are diversities of operations, but 
it is the same God which worketh in all.” (Corinthians 
12: 4-6) 


When my husband gives a healing blessing, he anoints 
the head with consecrated oil and blesses by the 
authority of the priesthood. When I give a blessing, I do 
so, sans oil, by the power of my faith in Jesus Christ. A 
difference in administration to be sure, but witnessed, I 
believe, by the same Lord who may then respond as He 
deems best. 


It could be argued that a blessing at the hands of 

a woman, or anyone not holding the Melchizedek 
Priesthood, is simply a prayer. It could be argued that 
a blessing differs from prayer in that it is an ordinance 
and the one administering it speaks for, rather than 
petitions, the Lord. That may be so. But who is to judge 
the source of my words? Who is to say that they are 
not guided by loving heavenly Parents who know even 
better than I the desires of my heart? And even if those 
words come simply from me, who is to say that the 
power of my faith does not sanctify them? 


I may never know why some blessings appear to be 
honored and others not. But I take heart from stories 
of blessings given by faithful women, both now and in 
the past, that teach me that the desire to bless another 
is never wrong, and that ultimately it is the power 

of the Savior, not man, that heals, that comforts, that 
accepts our offerings of faith and transforms them into 
something divine. 


Cherie is an occasional freelance writer, a former English 
teacher, a current temple worker, and a lifelong Mormon. 
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BOOK REVIEW: 


ONE HUNDRED BIRDS | 
TAUGHT ME TO FLY 


WRITTEN & ILLUSTRATED BY ASHLEY MAE HOILAND 


REVIEWED BY LISA VAN ORMAN HADLEY 


I remember as a young 
woman trying to figure 
out what my spiritual 
gifts were. The exercise 
usually involved 
making a list of gifts 
from the scriptures 
and then trying to 
think objectively and 
humbly about what 
my strong suits were. 
We were sometimes 
encouraged by our 
leaders to think 
outside the box. Gift 

of tongues didn’t necessarily mean speaking gibberish 


(although Joseph Smith did once say, “You may speak in 
tongues for your own comfort.”) It meant being good at 
learning a language. Gift of discerning of spirits didn’t 
mean offering to shake hands with a spirit and then trying 
to remember from D&C 129 whether you were supposed to 
feel the handshake or not; it meant being good at perceiving 
people’s characters. Sometimes, it was difficult to figure 

out how a gift of the spirit was different from a talent or an 
attribute. I found it all very confusing and determined that 
if Thad a gift of the spirit, it was TBD or MIA or DOA. 
While reading One Hundred Birds Taught Me to Fly by Ashley 


Mae Hoiland, I started to think about spiritual gifts in a 
different way. Not necessarily as talents and attributes, but 
as little treasures that come in all shapes and sizes and often 
from the most unexpected of places. Hoiland finds treasures 
everywhere — even, or maybe especially, in the mundane. 


One Hundred Birds Taught Me to Fly is part memoir, part 
sketchbook, part invocation. There are scenes from 
Hoiland’s life, drawings of people and places and birds, 
hopes for the future, meditations on the past, and prayers 
for the present. Hoiland invites us in for a tour of her 
spiritual life with all of its complexities, joys, and sorrows. 
While there are many beautiful, sublime moments, she’s 
not a Pollyanna. She says, “Not all of what we encounter 

in a spiritual life is beautiful.” She explores these darker, 
uglier parts with as much tenderness as she does the bright 
ones. She says, “For the past few years, my spiritual life 

has been examined through two lenses: one magnifies the 
magnificent and leaves me speechlessly in love with my 
children, my husband, the forests, the ocean, the people in 
my ward who speak and do with sincerity and patience, 
my students, my neighbors, the belief that I can do good 
and important things using the gospel of Jesus Christ as my 
compass. The other lens, which has been equally useful and 
vital in my adult spiritual upbringing, is a lens of serious 
questioning, pulling apart, recontextualizing, opening doors 
to sometimes find anger, resentment, confusion, or hurt 
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standing guard over my spirituality. I am most at peace 
when I Iook through both of these lenses simultaneously to 
examine my spiritual life.” 


In the book, whether gifts come from the spirit or from 

the self are less important than the gifts themselves. For 
example, she talks about an experience during her first 
half-marathon where she noticed another runner and felt 
compelled to run next to her. She says, “Whether it was 
the Spirit speaking to me, or my own spirit demanding the 
togetherness I’d become so accustomed to, I felt I should 
go and run with her.” They ended up running next to one 
another to the finish line, not speaking a word, but silently 
propelling each other forward. Hoiland says, “I hesitate 

to squeeze this experience into the box of Mormonness or 
spirituality. Mostly I just want it to be what it was: a sacred 
thirteen-mile run with a stranger of a different ethnicity, 
background, and world from me.” This perspective speaks 


to me. If a gift comes to you, don’t worry about where it 
came from. Just say hello and thank it for coming. 


Hoiland’s book is, at its essence, a reminder to look for 
the divine everywhere and not be ashamed of where we 
find it, or don’t. It is less about making lists of spiritual 


attributes and more about carefully observing the world and 


then making a poem out of what we see and experience. 
She shows us that it is a matter of paying attention and of 
scavenging, of taking the things we find, good and bad, 
and turning them into something useful. It is an exercise in 
resourcefulness, really. And we all know that Mormons are 
very resourceful. My mom made Relief Society crafts out of 
pantyhose for goodness’ sake. 


Let’s go out and look for stuff and then show each other the 
treasures we find. 
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PROPHETESS. 


Ten years ago I had a vision. At the time, I had two young 
children and was determined to be a great mom. I had read 
many books and felt well prepared. The problem was that 
our second son was nothing like our first. I sleep trained 
my first son when he was four months old and it worked 
great; I tried to sleep train 
our second son and it was 
a dismal failure. One night 


WHEN I AM HAVING A VISION I AM 


the gift of revelation. Revelation is a gift neither reserved 
for the perfected nor only for times of great crisis, and I 
have been blessed with this gift frequently in regards to my 
family, friends, and especially in callings where I am trying 
to help others and I don’t know which way to turn. When I 
pray in faith I feel a 
direct connection to 
God; I believe that 


TRANSPORTED TO A PLACE WHERE MY 


my son was sobbing in the 
corner of his crib, and I was 
lying on the floor in the 
room with him. He had been 
crying for hours. I prayed 
fervently to let my child 
sleep. Instead of the answer 
I wanted to that prayer, I 
received a vision. My spirit was suddenly quickened and 

I was able to feel my son’s sadness, panic, and complete 
terror. I experienced these feelings inside me as if I were 
living through his eyes, and I knew at that moment that this 
was not right for him. I picked him up and never tried to 
sleep train him again. I know that the books said it would 
work; they said not to give up and I certainly was not a 
quitter. This, however, was not what I was supposed to 

do, no matter what the experts said. Thank goodness for 
my Heavenly Parents teaching me in such an intimate and 
profound way; They knew my boy better than anyone. 


Time and again in my life, in small and big ways, my gift 
of seeing visions has influenced my understanding of the 
world and the choices I have made. This gift of prophecy 
has guided my life through personal experiences with the 
Holy Ghost. These gifts have influenced my life by the 
power of faith. 


When I was younger, I did not understand the nature of 
spiritual gifts and I did not know there was a word to 
describe them. I thought that everyone had these gifts as 


long as they kept the commandments. I’ve since learned that 


everyone has their own unique gifts. For example, answers 
to prayers come quickly for me, and I believe that this is 


SPIRIT [IS INSTRUCTED OF TRUTHS OR OF 


THINGS TO COME. MY SPIRITUAL EYES SEE 
AND UNDERSTAND ALL IN ONE MOMENT. 
THEN SUDDENLY I AM BACK. I FEEL TIRED 
AND EXHILARATED AT THE SAME TIME. 


the conduit is open, 
which allows Them 
to speak clearly to 
me, as the following 
stories illustrate. I 
feel edified in my life 
decisions as I ask my 
Heavenly Parents 
for guidance. Id like to share a few stories of visions that 
have influenced my life. I share them not as an attempt to 
preach or influence others’ decisions, but to show how this 
visionary gift has been tailored for my needs and character. 


George Q. Cannon wrote: “The genius of the kingdom 

with which we are associated is to disseminate knowledge 
through all the ranks of the people, and to make every 

man a prophet and every woman a prophetess, that they 
may understand the plans and purposes of God. For this 
purpose the gospel has been sent to us, and the humblest 
may obtain its spirit and testimony.”! Thus, a woman with 
the spiritual gift of foretelling may be termed a prophetess. 
The gift of prophecy in my circumstance comes in the form 
of short visions. These experiences have been less frequent 
than answers to prayer but more memorable. Because the 
visions have foretold things that are to come, I have deemed 
them prophecy. It is not easy to say that I have this gift. I 
had thought it was only for the prophets, and I feared that 
some would perceive me as boastful for claiming it. But this 
gift is more common than some may think. One definition 
of a prophet or prophetess is one who knows by the Holy 
Ghost that Jesus Christ is the Son of God, “for the testimony 
of Jesus is the spirit of prophecy.”? This gift is available 

to all who will seek it. When I am having a vision | am 


transported to a place where my spirit is instructed of truths 
or of things to come. My spiritual eyes see and understand 
all in one moment. Then suddenly I am back. I feel tired and 
exhilarated at the same time. 


I was a young adult when I had my first vision. When my 
husband and I met in school we were drawn to each other 
instantly. One night, after only having known each other for 
a couple of weeks, we were sitting on the couch late at night 
and I looked into his eyes. At that moment, I had a short but 
beautiful vision. My spirit was talking to his spirit, saying 
“I found you.” I knew at that moment that this was the 
man that I would marry. Our spirits knew each other and 
I remembered him. Although he did not see what I did, he 
did say he felt the Holy Ghost attending our conversation. I 
marveled that God would give me such a sweet experience 
and I kept it close to my heart. This vision 
was divine, a gracious gift of the knowledge 
that this was my eternal companion. It gave 
me the confidence to proceed with our courtship without 
doubts, something I needed at that time. 


A few years after marrying, I was very sick during 

the pregnancy of our first child. We were full of hopes 

and excitement for that little baby. At our twelve week 
appointment, the doctor could not hear the baby’s heartbeat. 
He did an ultrasound and found that the baby’s heart had 
stopped beating. We were numb as we drove home. The 
next day I was lying in bed feeling great sorrow. Quietly, 

I heard the Holy Ghost ask, “What do you desire?” I said 
that I wanted to know my baby was okay. At that moment 

I felt my child’s spirit at my right side. He was tall and 
handsome; he had dark hair. He said, “I love you, mom,” 
and then he was gone. I was okay after that, because I knew 
that my lost child was there. I knew that this moment of 
comfort came from God. It was a blessing to me in my time 
of sorrow from my Heavenly Parents. They were aware of 
my grief. 


Because my Heavenly Parents know me, They continue 

to prepare me for the future through the gifts of the spirit. 

I received one vision as my father was battling cancer and 
fighting for his life. My mother and I were driving down 

a country road, talking about my dad. We were in deep 
thought about what the future might bring. The Holy Ghost 
came to me and said that my dad was going to die. The 
Holy Ghost also told me that my dad would be guiding and 
protecting his grandchildren from the other side of the veil. 
I told my mom what had happened, and she felt the Spirit 
confirm it to her. This experience gave me peace because I 
knew that my Heavenly Father was calling my father home. 
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In this difficult circumstance, I never doubted why this had 
to happen or if it was the will of God. Having that vision 
gave me peace. My father died six months later. Though it 
still was a terrible shock to feel his physical absence, I had 
faith in a divine plan and the gift of knowledge that I would 
see my dad again. 


I feel my father with me at times. I know that it is he 

because my spirit knows him — he is my father. I can feel 

his thoughts, and at times he uses words to speak to my 
spirit when there 
is something 


T FEEL AS IF MY specific he wants 
HEAVENLY PARENTS to say. One of my 
KNOW MESO WELL THAT most cherished 
THEY LEND A PORTION OF _ visits happened 
THEIR LIGHT THROUGH Senses 
SPIRITUAL GIFTS LIKE bie eran: 
FAITH, VISIONS AND nap, I turned and 
PROPHECY. THEY GIVE ME _ felt my dad in the 
LITTLE INSIGHTS THAT pomce ot Ine BODE 
HELP ME DEAL WITH His presence was 

so strong that I 
THE UNCERTAINTY OF eaidoutlond: “ei: 
LIFE ... 1 THINK THEY ARE Dad.” He said he 
TEACHING ME HOW TO was just checking 
TRUST THEM. on my son and he 


expressed his love 

for his grandchild. 
Then he was gone. I was so grateful for just a short moment 
with him to dull the pain of his loss from my life. 


Ihave read stories and talked with family members about 
feeling loved ones near after they have passed on. Some 
have the pleasure of seeing them in a dream, some have 
received instruction from a loved one. I have cousins who 
can smell my beloved grandma when she is near. These are 
all tender mercies from our Heavenly Parents. 


Not all my answers from God pertain to my spirituality. I 
need help with doubts I face regarding hardships of life and 
the future. I feel as if my Heavenly Parents know me so well 
that They lend a portion of Their light through spiritual gifts 
like faith, visions, and prophecy. They give me little insights 
that help me deal with the uncertainty of life so I can keep 
my composure, or at least come close to doing so. I think 
They are teaching me how to trust Them. 


I have received visions on a wide range of topics in my life, 
from employment to the needs of my children. One Sunday 


I had a vision about my two oldest boys and what their 
strengths are and what they were like in the spirit world 
and what they can become. This has allowed me to let them 
be who they are and not try to mold them into something 

I think they should be. This has helped me to teach them 
correct principles yet let go of planning their future. I also 
know that hard times will come, and I learned that my 
family will be able to withstand these tests if we have faith 
in our Savior — but the deep and abiding faith I have now is 
not enough; it will take more. 


The Holy Ghost is the means by which Jesus Christ 
communicates all truth to mankind. The Holy Ghost also 
acts as a revelator. I know that the Holy Ghost is real and 
can do marvelous things. He also loves us and I love him. 
The scriptures tell us about this love: 


Yea, behold, I will tell you in your mind and in your 
heart, by the Holy Ghost, which shall come upon you 
and which shall dwell in your heart. Now, behold, this 
is the spirit of revelation; behold, this is the spirit by 
which Moses brought the children of Israel through the 
Red Sea on dry ground.’ 


The Holy Ghost has been my companion and friend in this 
life and I know that it is by Him that the power of faith, 
visions, revelation, and prophecy are manifest in our lives. 
I can feel him come, and I can feel him leave. I know that 
we must live worthy of his companionship. God can, bless 
us by grace with spiritual gifts that will be manifest by the 
Holy Ghost. 


A gift is given without any expectation of reciprocity. These 
gifts have been given to me freely; they are unmerited. 

They have been given to me by my Savior. He is my friend 
and He is your friend. The gift of revelation, visions, and 
prophecy are available to me as I exercise faith and personal 
righteousness. Faith, in itself, is a beautiful gift that gives 

us courage to move forward. Faith is powerful, and it is 
available to us all. I know that our Heavenly Parents want to 
bless us if we will open the door and receive their gifts. 


Rachel can be often found jogging and snuggling with her cute 
husband, not always at the same time though. She adores her 
three boys and is actively trying not to wear busyness as a badge 
of honor. 


NOTES: 

'Journal of Discourses, 12:46. 

? Revelations 19:10. 

3Doctrine and Covenants, 8:2-3. 
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GOOD CARMA 
HEATHER SUNDAHL 


This last month has not been stellar for my family. Two car 
accidents, a broken foot, health problems, and canceled work 
contracts all added up to more than we had on reserve, both 
emotionally and financially. So when I got in the banged 
up car that was NOT in the shop and it sputtered and 
threatened to die, my heart sank. Rationally I knew 
that whatever happened with the car, we’d be fine. 
But I also believe that the Lord is aware of our 
breaking points, and I was dangerously close to 
mine. That’s when I laid my hands on the dashboard 
on my ’98 Sienna and asked that its life be extended 
and expressed my gratitude for a car that has seen 
me through so much. In short, I blessed my car. 


While the judgy part of my brain thinks my 
actions were a bit ridiculous and 

possibly heretical, there’s another part that 
wonders how my praying for a car is any 


er ee 
different from the stories we hear : g 


L 


of a pioneer woman 
blessing her fallen 
oxen. I also thought 
of my father and 
his fondness 

for referencing 
Eugene England’s 
essay “Blessing the 
Chevrolet.” My dad was a bit sarcastic about 
it and always laughed at the absurd image of 
England laying his hands on the hood of his old 
Chevy that refused to start while he was traveling 
out of town. “If he’d bought a Toyota, he never 
would have had to resort to such measures!” my 

dad remarked one time. But I could tell he never 
doubted that the blessing, however unorthodox, 

had been efficacious. It was priesthood power, and not 
luck, that got that car going again. 
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Others may find my actions disturbing, not because the 
recipient of the blessing is a vehicle, but because I am a 
woman and hence am not authorized to give blessings. As 
anyone who has read about the early days of the Church 
knows, women routinely gave blessings. And the temple 
is filled with women who exercise that gift. Much has been 
written about this by people much cleverer than I am. But 
let me add that there are many wonderful spiritual gifts out 
there. As these are gifts that Lord gives freely, gifts that are 
used to bless the lives of others, I see nothing wrong with 
being the vehicle of these blessings. 


WHILE THE JUDGY PART OF MY BRAIN 
THINKS MY ACTIONS WERE A BIT 
RIDICULOUS AND POSSIBLY HERETICAL, 
THERE’S ANOTHER PART THAT 
WONDERS HOW MY PRAYING FOR A CAR 
IS ANY DIFFERENT FROM THE STORIES 
WE HEAR OF A PIONEER WOMAN 
BLESSING HER FALLEN OXEN., 


The next day I took in the car (that I affectionately refer 

to as Grizzly) and my mechanic diagnosed the problem 

as a loose thingey-ma-bobber, kept it for a half hour, and 
charged me $40. When I returned home, I got on my knees 
and thanked the Lord for his tender mercies and pledged 
to be generous with whatever life was left in that car. Ever 
since my husband’s grandma loaned us a car in 2000 when 
ours broke, my husband has insisted that if we have a 
second car, we need to be willing to loan it to anyone who 
needs it. So Grizzly spends a fair portion of her life in other 
people’s driveways. I am convinced that the goodness of my 
husband’s heart has been returned to us over and over. Call 
it karma, or better still, “carma.” 


So what is my point? I believe that the Lord watches over 

us in our trials, whether large or small. I believe that as a 
faithful saint I have access to the priesthood. I believe that 
blessings are a sacred and powerful means of commingling 
our righteous desires and concerns with the Lord’s. I believe 
in miracles, even in the automotive variety. I believe in the 
spirit of reciprocity, that all our sacrifices and service will 
flow back to us in a tidal wave of blessings. 


Because Grizzly is old and our lives are busy, she doesn’t get 
tidied up much. For a whole week after this incident, I could 
see an imprint of my two outstretched hands, a testimony 

in dust, stamped on the dashboard. The marks have since 
faded, but my faith has not. 
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A REMARKABLE HEALING 
LELA FACKRELL 


This story was written by my mother, Lela Fackrell, who died 

on July 23, 1986, at age 83. Her service in the Church spanned 
seventy years, beginning as a Primary organist when she was 
twelve and ending at age 82 when she was released as Relief 
Society chorister. She served in Primary for fifty years and often 
had more than one calling at a time. She was active in many civic 
organizations during her life. 

- Donna Rae Tietjen 


I shall always be deeply grateful for the way the Lord 
answered my heart-broken pleadings with a miraculous gift 
of healing, under the hands of Patriarch Hyrum G. Smith, 
Brother Semore W. Golding, and President Horsley, on 
September 30, 1923. 


The circumstances leading up to this event began many 
years before when, as a young maiden, I had been 
motivated to emulate the courageous lives of women who 
had conquered every obstacle to gain their fame. I resolved 
to rise above the narrow confines of the small country 
ward of my youth, get a good education, and do something 
outstanding. 


After overcoming countless odds to reach my third year 

of high school, it became necessary for me to go to Price, 
Utah, for my senior year. It is a hard task for any teenager to 
adjust to a new school, make new friends, and conform to a 
different environment, but added to these usual difficulties, 
I had to bear the startling discovery that the biggest barrier 
to success was my hearing loss. Nothing had prepared me 
for this. No stories had used hearing loss as an example of 
something to overcome. No childhood friend had failed to 
adapt his or her voices to my need. No one had made fun of 
my speech. But in Price, I learned by painful experience how 
cruel teenagers are to each other. 


My resolve to achieve remained unshaken in spite of 
disappointment. I increased my determination to study 
hard, to get a job and work industriously, to save my money 
for more education. But after graduation I found that many 
graduates had jobs waiting for them, obtained through 

the influence of relatives. I was shy and dreaded talking to 
strangers, but I went from door to door asking for work. 
The only jobs I found all winter were working for bossy, 
overbearing women in their homes for $1.00 a day. 


Bloom | Anne Gregerson | annegregerson.com 


Summer 1923 came, and a new candy and ice cream store makes you talk like that?” or “Are you from the South?” 
hired me at a good wage. I was so elated words could not left me speechless with anger. How did they dare ask such 
express it. This job lasted two weeks before the owner questions? Mimicking nitwits would lisp, “Yeth, I thaw your 
learned that I could not hear well. 
Without waiting until I had lost 

a sale or made a mistake, he fired 
me, saying he feared I might be a 
detriment to his new store. 


With this jolting blow came a clear 
conception of what was ahead for 
me. There would be no college; 
Dad could not send me. I’d be 
lucky if I could earn enough to 
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keep myself in shoes. There would 
be no reaching the top — no star 
role for me. My role in the drama 
of life was to be a bit player! This 
sudden crushing insight into the 
future was an engulfing avalanche. 


I came home sobbing hysterically. 
Mother was frantic for fear I had 
been attacked on my way home in 
the dark. Her prodding, insistent 
questions kept me shaking my 
head. When she gradually pried 
the facts from me, she gasped, “Is 
that all that happened?” 


“All? Nothing, no nothing, could 
be worse!” I stumbled into bed 
refusing to eat, to be comforted, 
or to arise for three days. Mother, 
at last, wisely sent my brother 
Woodrow to get me to quit crying. 
He crawled into bed beside me, 
kissed me, and said he couldn’t 
stand to see me cry. “If you cry, I’ll 
cry,” he said and started to do so. 
The tears of my beloved little hard- 
of-hearing brother prompted me 
to make a very mature resolution. 
Woodrow had enough sorrow 
ahead of him without sharing 
mine. I would bear my burden 
alone. I’d grin and bear it. 


The effort to play my “bit part” was made extremely thither.” It would hurt cruelly. I did not place my tongue 
difficult by the knowledge that my speech was different between my teeth. My teeth met the same as anyone else’s 
from that of others. Mystifying questions such as “What did, as far as I could see, when I said “S.” I tried avoiding 
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all words with an “S” in them, which made me so much 
at a loss for words that I gradually quit talking. I had no 


one to confide in, and no one tried to help me. I continued 


to go with the crowd, but my conversation was almost 


nonexistent. 


It was during this low period of my life that President 
Horsley approached Leona Bryner and me as we attended 
Quarterly Conference one Sunday. He asked Leona to be the 


Secretary of Religion Class. She reminded him of the many 
positions she held in Church, besides her job downtown. 
Then, not knowing the procedure of choosing LDS workers, 
she added, “Take Lela; she’s had 
bookkeeping and hasn’t anything 
else to do.” He returned to confer 


FROM THE ARTIST 


Heavenly Parents, who notice even the sparrows, are aware 


expected or planned. “Offering” (pg. 27) was inspired by the 
passage in Omni 1:26 about offering your whole souls as an 
offering unto Christ. So, perhaps it connects with the gift of 
wholeheartedness, of giving what one can. 


with his counselors, and then 
asked me to meet with them after 
Conference to be set apart. 


Hyrum G. Smith was our visitor, 
and in introducing him, President 
Horsley said, “As Presiding 
Patriarch, he has power to bless the 
whole Church.” As Brother Smith 
spoke, I thrilled with the thought 
that a man with such power to bless 
would set me apart that afternoon 
among a roomful of men. While 
waiting for my turn, I prayed 
constantly pleading with the Lord 
to let me be able to hear what that 
wonderful Brother Smith would say 
when he set me apart. I wanted to 
hear that blessing more than I ever 
wanted anything before in my life. 

I reminded the Lord that there had 
been a few times in my life when 
my ears had popped open for a few 
minutes. “I’m not asking for the 
impossible. The speaker will be only 
a few inches above me — he'll only 
have to be inspired to speak a little bit louder and clearer to 
grant my desire.” Over and over I silently pleaded, “Let me 
hear this one time.” 


It came my turn at last. I sat down and waited for results. 
I didn’t understand a word that was said! But the feeling 


“Bird in Hand” (pg. 31) reflects the gift of faith. Faith that our 


of and care about us, as evidenced by the tender mercies we 
receive from them. “Bloom” (pg. 29) reminds me of the gifts of 
optimism and hope, even when life goes very differently than 
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that came over me was so pleasant, happy, and healing that 
when I arose, I was a new person. As the brethren shook my 
hand in congratulation, President Horley said, “That was 
the most wonderful blessing I ever heard,” but I did not 
feel sorry for myself. I floated out on a cloud of blissfulness. 
Days later I thankfully realized that my depression was still 
gone. I still floated on clouds. My self-pity had vanished. 
Talking was much easier. 


It was about twenty years later that I learned what really 
happened that day. My understanding was opened by the 
power of the Holy Ghost as I read this quotation from the 
manual of Epictetus: 


Sickness is a hindrance to the body, but not to the will, unless 
the will consent. Lameness is a hindrance to the leg, but not 
to the will. Say this to yourself at each event that happens, for 
you shall find that though it hinders something else, it will 
not hinder you. 


Instead of granting my plea for a few moments of hearing 
joy, which would have only made the future more gloomy, 
the Lord in His wisdom cured my real handicap — the 
handicap of self-pity and the rebellion against accepting my 
lot. My biggest handicap was not the physical defect, but 
the damage I had allowed it to do to me. Although I had not 
understood the cure at the time, I never again became the 
victim of self-pity or remorse. A look at my record of Church 
callings will prove that though my poor hearing was a big 
hindrance to my ears, it was no hindrance at all to my will 
to serve. 


Woman's Exponent Serialized in 
Vol. 14, Nos. 6-15 (1885) 
Excerpt from: Vol. 14, No. 13. 


SCENES AND INCIDENTS AT 


WINTER QUARTERS 
HELEN MAR WHITNEY 


Iam only one out of many who can testify that some of the 
most glorious seasons were enjoyed during that time when 
we were left, as it were, with nothing but a merciful Father 
to look to for our daily bread, and His arm to protect us 
from the wicked who sought so diligently the destruction of 
his people. . . . 


There were many great and glorious manifestations - some 
had visions and by the gift of tongues there were things 


foretold, some of which we have seen the fulfillment of, and 
others that are coming swiftly. ... 


Frequently, without eating or drinking, we would meet 

in the morning, either at my mother’s or some other of 
father’s houses, and spend the day singing, praying and 
prophesying; occasionally some of the brethren who could 
leave their work united with us and received great blessings 
in connection with the sisters; many consoling things were 
spoken by the spirit concerning our brethren, the Pioneers 
and Battalion, to the truth of which they testified when they 
returned. 


Sisters Presendia Kimball and Frances Swan Kimball, 

also Emeline Whitney, now Editor of the WOMAN’S 
EXPONENT, were gifted in the interpretation of tongues. 
The two former, with a few others, met at the house 
occupied by Sister Presendia and Laura P. Kimball, and 
while conversing upon some of the spiritual manifestations, 
the same power rested down upon them, and an open 
vision appeared to Frances. I have not heard it related for 
years, but as nearly as my memory serves me, they that 
were there said she arose, and her countenance beamed 
with a brightness like unto one transfigured, her voice and 
language was heavenly, and grace was in every movement, 
as she stood there and related over scenes in the experience 
of some of those sisters, which were some of the most acute 
trials that had been their lot to pass through during the 
earth lives, or while being driven from place to place in 
Missouri, Illinois, and at various times since they took upon 
themselves the name of Latter-day Saint. She seemed to be 
addressing one or more personages, who recorded each 
one’s story as they were told them, only one entering their 
presence at a time, Frances being voice for them, as well 

as for the personage, who in return addressed them with a 
look of approval, and with a countenance beaming with joy 
and satisfaction, they were welcomed, and a bright crown of 
glory was placed on each one’s head, attended with words 
suitable to their station and the occasion. Sister Frances had 
known little or nothing of their previous experience, and 
had never heard the incidents related, but she described 
them as accurately as if told by themselves. 


I heard the vision related, but Sister Presendia could do it 
more justice, no doubt, as she witnessed the whole, and 
at best I have retained but a faint remembrance of it, not 
having been present at the meeting. 
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I Moderato 
(Moderate, with restraint) 


Rachmaninoff’s second piano 
concerto opens without the 
orchestra. The piano in near 
silence moves through a 
series of eight F chords that 
eventually land in C Minor. 
The volume of that piano 
sprouts into a dramatic 
verve. Once there, two 
measures of chords preface 
the orchestra’s entrance with 


the rich, clarinet-led melody. 


My body opened. First my 
re ——— daughter’s bum, then her 
folded legs, and, after an 

episiotomy and some time- 

a Bz sensitive pushing, her head 

Es ii came out. Her life began in 


silence. I remember feeling 


6 


pinched from the tug of the 


umbilical cord across my 
pubic bone as the midwives 


placed her on my stomach. 


CARIN GRAY They thought my touch 
would be a good stimulus. 
She was blue — a gray 
purply blue — a near sickly 
color. She made no sound. 
A S Too exhausted to lift my arms 
to her, I watched my husband 


touch her head and speak to her in the dialogue of prayer. 
After he prayed a wish for life to come upon her, she cried. 
It was a crescendo I will never forget. 


Soon enough, her cry became so loud, so dramatic, so full 
of life, we couldn’t believe she ever began in silence. The 
intensity of her cries frightened me, and I couldn’t find 
any way to soothe her discomfort. During the day I stayed 
home, and my husband went to work. Nothing about our 
unpredictable rhythm of nursing or lack of sleep led me to 
feel we were any sort of ensemble pairing. 


The orchestra passes the melody from the clarinets to the 
cellos to the violas and violins. The pianist oddly acts like 
glitter on the melodic phrase. The harmonic tension of the 
piano’s arpeggiated chords contrast with the orchestra’s 
melody, unsettling and passionate. 


Meanwhile, I became unsettled by our newborn’s needs. 
She cried 20 of 24 hours, sleeping only 30-45 minute chunks 
at a time. We didn’t dare turn on a vacuum or wash a dish 
during her rare moments of sleep. My husband, neighbors, 
and I each took shifts. Her cries became background to my 
need for sleep or adult interaction. 


I felt unsettled for not knowing when to picket for my 

own needs. I felt guilty. Incompetent. Betrayed by women. 
Worried I caused my baby’s cries, her hurting. I wondered, 
“Why didn’t anyone tell me this would be hell?” Going 

to the bathroom stung. My baby bit my nipples to blood, 
my breasts swelled painfully with milk, turned red and 
purple with infection. I could not get up fast enough to 
respond to her crying. Luckily for me, my husband cooked. 
However, while I had things to eat, I rarely had a free hand 
to consume enough food in the bouncing, shushing, rocking, 
nursing of it all. I felt hungry. 


My daughter and I were the epitome of harmonic tension. 
I flushed motherhood’s sublimity with jaded, unsettled 
passion. My husband informed two neighbors to be on call 
while he was at work so if I tried to drown our baby, they 
could come over immediately. I needed to avoid bathing 
her, dodging the temptation to walk away. 


For me, motherhood is surrendering sanity. It is 
surrendering the former life of moderation and control. 
It is disharmony. It is the tension of tears and needs that 
supersede one’s own. 


In 1897, Rachmaninoff suffered depression and a writing 
block. After seeking psychiatric help, and slowly recovering 


by hypnosis treatments, he wrote the second piano concerto, 
dedicating it to his therapist. 


Like him, I could only escape my depression after 
psychological care and physical treatment. Working on a 
goal led me to my unexpected recovery. My friend was 
learning Rachmaninoff’s Second Piano Concerto and asked 
me to learn the orchestral reduction, written for a single 
pianist. I consented, worried how it would affect my needy 
seven-month-old. Each Tuesday and Thursday evening 
after nursing, I left my baby for two hours and practiced 
alone in a chapel. My husband finished whatever wasn’t. He 
grew grateful of my efforts, and I was grateful for the break. 
Practicing replaced the earlier hobbies I had abandoned 
because of fatigue. Reading, pondering, journaling were not 
active enough to keep me awake, and camping or hiking 
were too exhausting for my weak body. Playing piano was 
physical enough to rejuvenate me without requiring the 
fitness level to climb mountains. 


II Adagio Sustenuto 
(Slowly supported) 


The second movement begins in the home chord of C Minor. 
A minor key sounds like a question with an unknown 
answer, the notation for uncertainty. Soon the meters of the 
second movement switch every other measure. The half 
note moves from two beats to one. It would be like dancing 
and switching from foxtrot to waltz every four and three 
beats. The orchestra strangely puts the piano soloist in the 
background while the orchestra (in this case, me) moves 
forward. The two exchange turns for the lime light. 


While I was struggling to balance my newborn’s needs 

with my own, another mother helped me recognize that 
perhaps my suffering was more than necessary. In our 
Provo meeting house, five of us nursing mothers sat on two 
padded rocking chairs and three folding metal chairs. Anew 
mother, with her three-week-old baby, entered the room. It 
was an unspoken courtesy to surrender one of the padded 
chairs to the mother of the youngest baby. While I enjoyed 
the comfort of the padding on my hemorrhoid-sore rump, 
my daughter was ten months old, so I gave up the chair for 
the newly recovering, potentially episiotomy-sore mother. I 
ranted that we all know how painful it is to deal with going 
to the bathroom after having a baby and how miserable 
incontinence is and how you wonder if the scriptures got it 
wrong: perhaps Gilead has no balm. I wrestled my baby into 
a latch on my breast. In 12 minutes, the new mother nursed 
and demurely left the room. At three weeks, she had figured 
out something that my gurgling, screaming-between-gulps, 
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RISING LIGH 


T: THE 


NATIVITY STAR 


S.E. PAGE 


He is wise in heart, and mighty in strength 
Which maketh Arcturus, Orion, and Pleiades. 
He telleth the number of the stars; 

He calleth them all by their names— 


Arise and shine forth 

Seeker of Happiness 

Ye are the light of the world. 
Blaze, high herald of the holy bab 


e! 


And it came to pass also that a new star did appear 


Fair as the morning, clear as the sun 


And this is love 


Which did sing out at the presence of the Lord 


IAM THAT TAM 


Come unto me all ye ends of the earth 


Joy and gladness shall be found therein, 


Thanksgiving, and the voice of melody 


And in the world to come eternal 


When they saw the star, 


life. 


They rejoiced with exceeding great joy. 


Treasure up these things in your hearts 


Why should it be thought a thing 


incredible with you? 


For the shadow of doubt cannot quench love 


The darkness is past, and the true 


light now shineth 


It shall be established forever with majesty and excellency 


And that light groweth brighter and brighter until the perfect day 


Believe in the light, that ye may be the children of light 


Even if you can no more than desire to believe, 


Let that desire work in you 
Arise and shine forth. 


Scriptural phrases, lines and words tak 


en from the Bible, Book of 


Mormon and Doctrine & Covenants. Here is the order that they 


appear in the poem: (Job 9:4); Job 9:9 
Covenants 115:5); (Alma 27:18); (Mat 


); (Psalm 147: 4); (Doctrine and 
t 5:14): (Mark 1:45; Isaiah 30:25; 


Daniel 3:4; Genesis 9:10; Isaiah 6:3; Luke 1:44); (8 Nephi 1: 21); (Song 


of Solomon 6:10); (2 John 1:6); (Helam 
(Exodus 3:14); (2 Nephi 26:25): (Isaiah 


an 3:1/1 Chronicles 16:33); 


(Song of Solomon 8:7); (4 John 2: 8); (Psalm 89:37); Job 40:10); (D&C 


50:24); John 12:36); (Alma 32:27); (A 


ma 32:27); (D&C 115:5). 


S. E. Page is a poet and YA writer. You can find out more about her 


stories at iffymagic.com. 


51:3): (Isaiah 51:3): (Mark 10:30); 
(Matthew 2:10): (D&C 43:34): (The Acts 26:8); (Job 10:22/ Alma 56:48): 


near-standing, hair-grabbing, romping 
child and I had yet to figure out. 


Another mother in the room, hearing my 
rant, explained she was an obstetrical 
nurse and asked to know more about 
what I was experiencing. I told her how 
I resented every bowel movement, how 
it took up to 30 minutes to just endure 
the discomfort of passing stool, how I 
hated the sting of feces coming through 
my vaginal opening, and how I bled. She 
convinced me something was abnormal 
and I should see an obstetrician. 


When I went in for a checkup, I was 
informed that I had a uterine infection, 
an unhealed episiotomy, hemorrhoids, a 
fistula tear through my vaginal and rectal 
wall, and a fractured pelvis. I was re- 
stitched, put on bed rest for three weeks, 
and told not to lift more than ten pounds. 
So I needed help with my 17-pound ten- 
month-old. Defeat would be the wrong 
word for this phase. For nearly a full year 
postpartum, I had denied my body’s 
obvious cues that I was unwell. 


Halfway through Rachmaninoff’s second 
movement, the Italian phrase dictates the 
mood: Un poco piu animato (a little more 
animated). The orchestra fades out, and 
the piano moves into B Minor. The piano’s 
melody switches from triplets to eighth 
notes. For 18 measures the piano seems 
to prod, to question, to wonder. The right 
hand’s eighth notes suggest resistance 
while the left hand playfully interrupts 
with simultaneous triplets, a rhythm 
called hemiola. The rhythm makes the 
simple melody technically difficult. The 
notes’ imbalance add animated, klutzy 
motion through the phrases. It all builds 
in volume until the next tempo marking: 
Allargando — becoming a little slower 
each time. 


Post-restitches, I became slower. I moved 
as if having just delivered. I again needed 
assistance standing, getting out of bed. 

My flesh stung more fiercely when I went 


to the bathroom. My romping daughter loved crawling 

all over my mattress that we moved to the floor. My best 
friend came every day to cook, lift the baby into the high 
chair, clean, read to and talk with me, and play with my 
child. Late afternoon to evening, shifts of neighbors, friends, 
and new faces came to tend me and my daughter until my 
husband returned from work. 


Bedrest kept me from practicing the piano. I listened 

to recordings and practiced drumming rhythms on my 
daughter’s belly. She reveled in this pulsed tickling. 

I enjoyed it, too: I was building my mind outside of 

the parameters of diapers, laundry, meal planning. 
Furthermore, I was valuing my daughter more as I began 
to be less physically uncomfortable and more intellectually 
engaged. My postpartum phase of doom crept into a realm 
of hope. 


Somehow three weeks passed. After four weeks, I felt better 
than I had felt postpartum. By six weeks, I was able to 
walk, push a stroller, lift my now walking toddler, use the 
toilet without swollen hemorrhoidal veins bleeding into my 
stools. By eight, I could go up stairs pain-free for the first 
time since the birth. 


Bedrest taught me to care for myself physically; my faux 
piano practice taught me to care for myself intellectually. 
Learning Rachmaninoff’s rhythms helped me become 

a better mom. Slowly, I healed while supported by the 
community. 


III Allegro Scherzando 
(fast, lively; in a playful, light-hearted, triple meter form) 


The third movement opens with a quickened pace. The 
orchestra repeats the theme alongside three cymbal crashes. 
The piano enters in a run from the second to lowest note 
on the keyboard up to the extremities. The motif of this 
movement shifts from the melancholic conundrums of 

the second into a glitz of optimism. Hemiolas and cross 
rhythms abound. 


Visually one way to break those rhythms down might be 
like this. Multiple notes are played in each beat. If each 
beat is one box and each note is given one “X”, it would be 
charted as: 


TWO NOTES 
1 AND 
fo eda 


THREE NOTES 
1 AND UH 


FOUR NOTES FIVE NOTES 


1 EE AND UH 


4 x x x xX 


With multiple notes played within a beat, the notes of the 
left or right hand would only sometimes line up. It would 
look something like this: 


theoor eeorecce eres feces 


Only the beginning of each beat is when the notes strike 
simultaneously. 


Rachmaninoff’s piano solo puts hemiolas against the left 
and right hands, as well as against the orchestra. When 
reducing the orchestra to one piano, the score is as follows: 


acceler. 


PIANO SOLO 


The orchestra here leads the melody. The soloist, in all the 
flashy chording, is simply secondary. The quick motion and 
fierce feeling speed into the next section. 


Thad to practice tapping. I tapped rhythm on my lap, on 
my daughter’s rippled thighs during diaper changes, on 
her toy xylophone, her block towers. I would tap triplets in 
the left and eighth notes in the right and then switch. This 
rhythm’s tension and unrest paralleled my maternal tension 
and unrest. Somehow in raising my daughter and realizing 
my goal, I became a living hemiola. There is a synchronized 
beat, but everything jostles irrationally. Sometimes, I am 
four notes to her triplets, sometimes quintuplets to her 
eighth notes, or triplets to her sixteenth notes. Motherhood 
lacks linearity. 


And yet, it works. One moment in particular stands out. 
My daughter, as she grew, became a dancer. She’d point to 
the CD player and start bobbing. After I pushed play, she’d 
bend her knees up and down, her loose curls flouncing 

as her bum stuck out. Any dancing toddler becomes an 
elephantine ballerina. One day, I scooped her up, and we 
danced to my concerto together. When done, she asked 

to be put down and left the room. I began to practice on 
the piano, but she soon returned with her 25-inch-tall 
bear puppet, named Sergi, after Rachmaninoff. Getting 
down from the piano, I stuffed my hand into the puppet 
to animate it. We alternated growls, hrrumphs, and huffs. 
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She pointed to the leather snout and said, “Nose.” Then 
she lunged into my stomach and looked up at me, arms 
reaching around me. I realized then how much I enjoyed 
my 14-month-old toddler. 


For me, the claim to my soul involved both my 
daughter’s changes and my own. As she left behind 

her colicky discomfort and entered into her crawl- 
romping mode, and as I gave my mind its own space, 
alone in a desolate chapel, slowly replaying two or three 
measures at a time ona tinny, bright-sounding piano, I 
regained life. Slowly, in more ways than one, I moved 
the metronome from 50 beats per minute up to 195 and 
became much more optimistic, regardless of the day’s 
spilled chili or shattered dishes. 


While the orchestra and pianist continue their shuffle 

of cross rhythms, Rachmaninoff’s concerto whirls into a 
dramatic ending. The melody uses synchronized accents 
on the off-beats. Moving through the last marking, 
Risoluto — resolutely, the concerto ends on four strikes 
of a C Major chord. Gone are the opening C Minor 
questions. The emotive, lively ending thrills a concert 
hall, an orchestra, an audience. 


After playing in the concert, I returned home. Our 
16-month-old screamed alone in her crib while the 
babysitter wiped down the high chair. Filling up a vase 
with water, I placed my congratulatory bouquet of 
daisies, dahlias, and eucalyptus leaves on the counter. 
The sound of my child’s crying reminded me of how 
much I had heard her cry in her life, how those tears had 
led me to feel guilt. But this night, I didn’t feel guilt. I 
had learned and performed this piece — my own soul’s 
goal. Through my husband’s and community’s ample 
support, I had managed to heal physically from the 
birth and intellectually from the abyss. I granted myself 
permission to clear space for my needs: physiological, 
emotional, spiritual. Connecting to myself connected me 
to others. Now, I had confidence that in 20 minutes, our 
daughter would settle. She’d awake the next morning, 
bedtime tears forgotten, ready to ride a towel across the 
tile floor, to dance another concerto, to imagine another 
playful trek into the mountains on her rocking horse 
while I, her mother, tapped the sound of hoof beats. 


Carin went to essaying because she wished to live deliberately, 
to front only the essential facts of life and learn what it had to 
teach. 
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Will you say the closing prayer? 


BROTHER GREEN PRAYS 
IN SUNDAY SCHOOL 


Stooped and white haired, 


POEMS BY LORRAINE JEFFERY 


SANCTIFICATION 


He grew 


brazen nectarines whose 
blush spiraled down our arms, shadowed 


iris that thrashed past 
summer’s shimmer; peaches 


the beleaguered bees 
tasted in the brittle 


bramble—succulent strawberries in 
circle-dancing beds, 


white-fleshed Asian pears that 
drooped from branches; 


beans and pea tentacles woven 
through backdrop wire, languid 


lettuce, fragrant basil, hard shelled squash 
and prickly cucumbers. 


He grew 


children, accepting the spotted, stained, less than 
perfect crop, and grew 
less spotted and stained himself. 


he nods. 


Patriarch, bishop, leader, father. 
Prayer is the fabric of his soul. 


Sitting next to him, 
she shifts arthritic knees, 
and prays. 


For eighty years 
he has found words. 
The same words, 
similar words, 
always there, 
used again and again. 


Are the words worn out? 
Used too many times? 


Thin, so thin. 
She lets go of his hand. 
Unsteadily, he rises. 


Heavenly Father, 
thank thee for the lesson 
and the things we've learned. 


Silence. 
She prays, 
Give him the words 


Bless our ward members 
and our families. 


Silence. 
Tears prick her eyelids. 


Consuming silence. 
She holds her breath, 
Please! 


In the name of Jesus Christ, Amen. 
Oh, Amen, 


she offers thanks 
and smiles up at him 


Lorraine has published over fifty poems in various 
magazines, including The Ensign, Kindred, Ibbetson 
Street, Rockhurdt Review, Sunstone, and Calliope 


as he sits down. 


Faithful. 
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LLED Y GOD 


BRYNDIS ROBERTS 


The impetus for creating this image arose out of Ordain 
Women’s theme for 2015: Honoring Our Past, Envisioning Our 
Future. The idea behind the theme was two-fold. We wanted 
to share and honor the history of Mormon women giving 
blessings. We also wanted to show what it would look like 
in the future when we not only reclaimed the power and 
authority we once had, but also when we were given the 
Priesthood and had achieved equality in faith with our 
brothers. 


I wanted to participate in the Ordain Women images 

action. However, as we were talking about the theme 

and talking about women like Eliza Snow and Emmeline 
Wells and other women in our history, no women of color 
were included in those discussions. During the time when 
Mormon women were giving blessings, women needed to 
be endowed before they were able to perform them. Women 
of African descent, like men of African descent, could not 
enter the Temple and therefore were not viewed as having 


the authority to give them. I proposed, and the rest of the 
Ordain Women Executive Board agreed, that we wanted (in 
fact, needed) to show how it should have been in the past 
and how it should be in the future. 


As we prepared to do the images project, I wanted to 
focus on Jane Manning James, an early saint of African 
descent. Her faith sustained her time and time again as 
she petitioned church leadership to be allowed to go to the 
temple and receive her endowment. In an effort to pacify 
her, church leaders allowed her to be sealed to Joseph 
Smith’s family, but only as a servant. She was not satisfied 
with this decision and continued to petition throughout 
her life for her right 
to be considered a 
full-fledged child of 
God, fully entitled 

to the inheritance of 
Abraham. I wanted to 
show how it should 
have been in the 

past by portraying 
Jane Manning James, 
and showing her 

in a position of full 
membership and 
equal authority with 
her sisters. 


We chose to take the photographs in a place of beauty and 
peacefulness. I grew up in the country and have always 
felt closer to the divine out among the trees, away from the 
noises and the sights and sounds of city. We started out in 
a park, in front of a restored cabin, where the photographer 
took a series of pictures, in historical clothes, of my 
companion blessing me and us praying together. Then 

we went into a nearby forest and took the photographs of 
me blessing her. We wanted to be able to feel and see the 
sunlight streaming through trees. 


There was such a sense of rightness. There was such a sense 
of power. As I put my hands on her head, my fingers were 
closed and interlocked. Touching and the power of touch 
were so important to me in my previous faith and the way 
Theld my hands and placed my fingers together, channeled 
power, with nothing lost. The feeling was so palpable, all 
of us started to cry. We felt the spirit that day and some of 
what we felt was captured in this image. 


We felt that God saw what we were doing and approved 
of what we are doing. We are God’s beloved daughters. 


[JANE MANNING JAMES] WAS NOT SATISFIED WITH 
THIS DECISION AND CONTINUED TO PETITION 
THROUGHOUT HER LIFE FOR HER RIGHT TO BE 
CONSIDERED A FULL-FLEDGED CHILD OF GOD, 

FULLY ENTITLED TO THE INHERITANCE OF 

ABRAHAM. I WANTED TO SHOW HOW IT SHOULD 

HAVE BEEN IN THE PAST BY PORTRAYING JANE 
MANNING JAMES, AND SHOWING HER IN A POSITION 
OF FULL MEMBERSHIP AND EQUAL AUTHORITY 
WITH HER SISTERS. 


God saw our quest to be given the opportunity of being 
full participants in doing the divine work. We are inspired 
by the great commission Jesus Christ gave to the disciples, 
a call that has been given to all of us. We cannot do all we 
are called to do if we are restricted by gender or gender 
identity. If we remove those restrictions, then we open up 
the opportunity for all of God’s children to reach our full 
potential. 


Ultimately, we had to decide which photo to use. No one 
person decided; it was a group decision on part of Ordain 
Women. We asked ourselves several questions. Which 
picture reached out most to women? Which image seemed 
most powerful? 
Which image seemed 
to encapsulate 

our theme? This 
photograph did 

that. It portrayed 

our desire to serve, 
our desire to be full 
participants, and our 
desire to be inclusive. 


When some people 
see images that they 
are not ready to 
accept, especially if 
the image exudes power, it makes them very uncomfortable. 
What does it really mean to truly participate and what does 
it mean when we limit participation? This picture questions: 
why would God withhold the ability to be full participants? 
Church history is full of examples when we, as humans, 
create limits and then say those limits are from God. The 
feeling that all three of us had on the day we took this 
photograph belies the assumption that these limits are part 
of a divine plan. 


We made the conscious decision not to disguise who 

was being photographed in these images. We wanted to 
celebrate the power and authority that Mormon women 
had in the past and the possibility of greater power and 
authority in the future. Imagine if we did not tie the power 
of the Priesthood to any gender. All are alike unto God. All 
are called by God. All should be able to participate. All who 
are called to serve and are willing to serve should be able to 
serve. 


Brydis is a proud alumna of Wesleyan College, an attorney, mother, 
grandmother and the Chair of Ordain Women. 
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_ANNOUNCEMENT 


In the weeks since we released the following announcement, we've had an outpouring 
of support and love. We were inundated with hundreds of Facebook messages, 

emails and phone calls expressing continued support, offers of help, condolences and 
forgiveness. While there is still a great deal of work to do and moving forward will be 
incredibly challenging, our gratitude for this good community is inexpressible. 


DEAR EXPONENT II COMMUNITY, 


We want to make you aware of an unfolding situation. During a 

recent financial audit by the Board, we discovered that our treasurer 
has, over the course of several years, misappropriated Exponent II 
funds for personal use. She misled the board by circulating monthly 
budget reports that did not accurately reflect Exponent II expenses or 
bank account balances. The financial loss to our organization appears 
to be very significant. Because Exponent II is a small, volunteer-led 
organization that relies on mutual trust and operates on a tight budget, 
this is a serious financial blow. 


The person involved has been removed from all positions within the 
Exponent II organization, both official and unofficial. She has admitted 
full culpability and expressed a commitment to restitution. 


We have immediately and deliberately taken steps to protect our 
organization. We are working with legal and accounting professionals to 
determine the extent of the loss and the proper steps forward, including 
additional safeguards within our governing structure to ensure that 
something like this cannot happen again. 


We are heartsick about the implications of this situation, not the least of 
which is that our stewardship over your funds has been compromised. 
But we are committed to moving forward with our mission. We are 
confident that the Exponent II organization we love will emerge stronger 
and more stable than before. 


— THE EXPONENT II BOARD 


SUPPORT FROM OUR READERS: 


REVABETH RUSSELL: 
“Exponent II has been a lifeline to me since the 70s. We will rise. You 
on the board are wonderful and the work will go forth.” 


RACHEL HUNT STEENBLIK: 

“This moment feels so hard right now and raw, but I feel hope, and 
faith, and love that the Exponent community will get through it. 
The work that the organization does is incredible and real. And the 
magazine. It is gold. You bear good fruit. I know it will continue.” 


ANDREA RADKE-MOSS : 

“Trust lost in one is not trust lost in all. Thank you for your honesty 
and care toward mending and recovery. I love you all, and my 
heart is still yours.” 


N 


E 


Have you checked out Exponent II’s 
online store? Besides subscriptions 
to the magazine (now with an option 
for automatic renewal!), we have 
our Illuminating Ladies coloring 
book, Habits of Being, eBooks of All 
God’s Critters Got a Place in the Chotr, 
Mormon feminist sticker sets, and 
more! 


ORDER AT: 
EXPONENTII.ORG/SHOP 
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